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WA I F W D. 

CHAPTER I. 

▲ BTOBH IN THE TOBSST. 

Towards the close of a beantifttl day in the month of 
November, 1832, while travelling through the Oeorgia 
part of the Cherokee nation, on business of the IT. S. 
Grovemment among the Indians, I was aroused from a 
a sleepy sort of reverie by a joyful whinner from the 
fdthful beast I strode, and my attentioi} called to the 
welcome sight of a human habitation near at hand. It 
was one of those rude log huts of which we see so^ 
many since the removal of the Indians, but at that time 
they were " few and far between," and to the weary 
traveller in those parts were like the oasis to the ex- 
hausted wanderer in the desert. Happy in having 
Gome upon quarters in such good time, I determined, 
mangre the uninviting appearance a nearer approach 
gave me of the premises, to solicit accommodations for 
the night, whether the occupants were IJnakas (whites) 
or Indians, for I had ridden far and was both tired and 
hungry ; as was my horse, I judged too, for of his own 
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2 WAIFWOOD. 

accord he walked directly to the cabin fence and 
halted. Before I could call out, the noise of hoofs 
caused a little dirty-white shockhead to be thrust out 
of the half open door in alarm and surprise (for travel- 
lers were of rare occurrence,) and before I could speak, 
to be as suddenly withdrawn as if it had seen a bogle : 
the next moment however, there ciautiously presented 
herself the mother, for such I took her to be from the 
miniature likeness I discovered in the dirty little urchin 
aforesaid, and some half dozen other little shockheads 
of both sexes, as dirty as himself, who obtruded their 
begrimed visages wherever there was head-room, be- 
side their dam as she stood in the carefully compressed 
aperture and demanded my business. She was a wo- 
man of some 35 or 40 years, and might once, for aught 
I know, have been tolerably comely had she lived in a 
part of the country where soap and water and good 
horn conibs were occasionally put in requisition. I had 
seen enough of the interior of the hut, and the filthiness 
of its inhabitants to change my determination as to 
stopping^ as briefly as it was formed, so replied to her 
question by asking how far it was to the next house. 
Taking courage at finding this was all I wanted; she 
opened the door a little wider and with the regular 
backwoods intonation answered, ^^to the next house, 
you say! ^ " well now, I don't know adzackly stranger, 
but I allow 'taint more nor two or three or four mile 
to the outside." The shrivelled, skinny, withered 
figure of an old granny I had not seen before, now 
forced herself in among the group— one of the original 
progenitors doubtless of the hopeful bevy around her, 
and as loathsome a piece of humanity to look at as man 



A STOBM IN TBB FOBEST. 3 

eyer set eyea on — a perfect counterpart of Shakspere's 
Hecate, backed up by the combined ugliness of the 
«' secret, black and midnight hags," — ^the weird sisters. 
^ The next house ; why that's old Major McClure's, md 
it's a good six mile o£^ an' a bad road at that!" croaked 
the old beldame — *^You wam't raised in these yere 
parts, war ye stranger?" aaked the younger of the 
two. I told her "no," and that I was a "Yankee." 
As I pronounced the awful word they both withdrew 
a step or two in evident alarm, " as though it were a 
spell to conjure up the devil with," and the children, 
worse frightened, were out of sight in a twinkling — ^^ A 
Yankee ! " gasped the young woman—" A Yankee I " 
reiterated the old crone at her back, — " Lord 'a massy I 
well sir, I don't allow it's more nor a mile or siclf a 
matter to Major McClure's on the hull, senoe I come to 
think on it, an' its a monsua plain way ; am sartin you 
can't help missin it — ^I wish ye well t " andNdth this 
she began closing the door, as if anxious to be safely 
and quickly rid of one who even while sitting quietly 
on his horse might play them some "infernal Yankee 
trick." — Thanking them for the information and the 
comforting assurance that I couldn't help " missing it," 
I threw a piece of silver into the door, (upon which 
they put a diabolical construction no doubt,) and put 
off for Major McClure's. The sun was fast declining 
to his rest and his departing rays, &lling upon the rich 
parti-colored foliage of the hickory, chesnut, maple and 
persimmon, lent such beauty and splendor to the scene 
that I almost wished like the boy in the story, that 
it might be "always, autumn." Glancing towards 
the west I observed that notwithstanding the sun shout* 
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out 80 hyi11iaB|;1y, dark masses of clouds were gathering 
heavily in that quarter, and extending themselves 
gradually round the verge of the horizon, foreboding a 
change in the weather. Still I apprehended no inter- 
ruption from it^ before I could be safe from its influ- 
ences. Uncertain however, as to the distance I might 
have to travel to find a shelter, I put spurs to my ste^ 
and pushed on. After riding on about a couple of 
miles, as briskly ius the undulations of the country would 
permit, the sound of rushing water fell upon my ear, 
and turning the point of a sharp spur of the mountain, 
I came abruptly upon a small though exceedingly 
rapid torrent. Owing to the steepness of the moun- 
tains that shut in closely on either side, the road, of a 
necessity at that time, traversed up the rocky bed of 
the creek for about an hundred yards, and then, wind- 
ing out to the right, left it altogether. Tall laurels and 
dogwoodfi, growing upon its banks, and overhanging 
the swift stream till their branches interlocked, gave it 
at that hour a dark and fearful aspect, and threw a 
gloom over the passage, which, with the never ceasing 
turmoil of the waters, rendered it to a stranger almost 
frightful to look upon. Giving my horse a free rein to 
slack his thirst at ease, I tried with my eyes to pene- 
trate the dim obscurity of the pass, but in vain, for the 
sun had gone down, and although not yet night a 
doudy paU, like twilight mourning for departed day, 
was overspreading the heavens, shutting out the stars, 
and bringing on a premature darkness. Just as I was 
drawing up my rein with the intention of taking the 
stream, the shaking of some bushes inunediately below 
me caused my horse to start and snor^ rather ominously. 



▲ 8TOBX IN THE 70BEST. 5 

and the next instant a deer, or some otKer large animal 
rushed from the thicket, cleared the stream at a boaod 
and darted up the steep mountain side like lightning ; 
at the same, moment my nag, taking the alarm, wtLS off 
at a tangent^ dashing up the torrent, as though old ~ 
Nick himself were at his heels ; to the imminent dan- 
ger of his own and rider's neck and limbs. Bending 
to avoid the impending branches that threatened my 
ohapeau, I soon issued safely into the open road again, 
and would fain have slackened off a little ; but Bucephalus 
had not yet gotten over his fright, and on he flew like 
the wind, and it was not until we had giuned the'summit 
of the mountain that I could check his flight. Fear 
had taken complete possession of him, and he trembled 
in every joint, while the perspiration ran from him in 
streams. By soothing caresses I soon calmed his fears 
and we pursued our way. I now began to look ahead 
for a little, but no light could I descry: all above 
and around was ^^ black as Erebus:" not even one 
solitary star shone out to cheer me. Night had set in, 
in good earnest, and now the wind which had hitherto 
been slumbering caknly, began to sough, fitfully and 
coldly, through the agitated tree-tops, foreboding an 
unpleasant drive and a wet jacket to the unfortunate 
straggler, unless some place of shelter offered soon. 
My jaded horse had relapsed into a walk, and I let him 
keep it, for the country, bad enough before, was now 
getting more rough and broken, and the road tortuous 
and uncertain. Another young mountain we toiled up, 
and again I looked around fbr the cheering cabin light. 
Thick darkness was all that met my anxious gaze, and 
my spirits began^to smk within me. Was I in the 
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right road? might I not have passed McClore's, 'with- 
out seeing the house? I think four miles, was the 
maximnm distance the yonng woman had given 
me ; but tlie old crone had said six, and I must have 
ridden at least ten, I judged. She perhaps wfas right 
when she said I couldn't help ^'missin it,'* although I 
thought it a mere ^^ lapsus linguae " occasioned by her 
trepidation at finding herself vis-n^vis with a horrible 
Yankee. The wind was momentarily increasing and to 
add to my discomfort large drops of rain came patter- 
ing down, giving token that the storm was not fiur o£ 
Buttoning my coat to my chin, and drawing my cap 
over my brow, I put spurs to my weary beast and gal- 
loped on, pitying him as I did so from my very heart, 
but determined right or wrong to go-ahead, for turning 
back I could'nt think of. Louder and more fiercely 
howled the wind ; faster and thicker came the ram ; 
but still in face of wind and ndn, *'my steed and I" 
urged on our cheerless, dubious way. But the worst 
of the storm was yet to come, and compared with it all 
I had as yet experienced, was mere child's play. 
We had nearly reached the apex of another of those 
long steep hills, when the reserved fury of the elements 
seemed suddenly to burst upon us at one full sweep. 
Never shall I forget that fearful night; it blew a per- 
feet hurricane: nothing that was opposed to the full 
force of the tempest could withstand it. Large trees 
that had borne up against the storms, it may be, of 
some centuries, came creaking and crashing to the 
ground, with an awful noise ; bearing with them others 
of less size, which Jiad stood around them like humble 
friends, perchance, for many a year. ^ 
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Screened as I was hj the crest of the hill, I escaped 
the worst of it, though my situation teemed probably 
with as much or more real peril ; being exposed to the 
falling timber and large fragments of trees, which, 
hurled tiirough the air with inconceivable velocity^ 
came whizzing, tumbling and thundering down, around 
me, as thick as hail-stones. Suddenly my poor horse, 
which had maintained his onward course, as steadily 
as was possible under the increasing difficulty of the 
task, stopped short, and revised to proceed another 
step ; but, trembling, crouched to the earth as if he 
would fain sink into it. 

I was at once perplexed and annoyed. Was there 
some obstruction of which I was unconscious? In vain 
I strained my eyes to discover an3rthing : just then the 
darkness enclosed me as with a pall. In a moment, 
however, a vivid electric glare, which was as a flood of 
red and yellow light, illuminated the wOd-wood, and 
discovered in my narrow path an object which gave 
me a greater start than the previous shock of thunder. 
Were my eyes ^ the fools of the other senses ? " No, 
the trembling, agitated brute I rode, evidently saw 
it, also. There, within reach of his distended nostrils 
lay an iofant child, with one little white arm and hand 
lifted towards us as if to stay our further progress. 
Had it been a devil, dovenfoot, horns and all, it could 
not have sent the life current rushing back to my heart 
more suddenly : there was something weird-like about 
that puny form at such an hour, in a place so wild, 
amid the hurly-burly of that fearful storm. Involun- 
tarily, I glanced on either side, in the mental agitation 
of the moment, half-expecting to see, I know not how 
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many elfin shapes of the same description. Bat a 
shrill cry, palpably infSuitine, piercing the temporary 
lull, assured me it was no fancy sprite but a real 
. flesh-and-Hood bajiyI Dismounting from my fear- 
stricken animal, I took the little creature in my arms, 
and looked anxiously around for another human being, 
usually considered ^s an indispensable adjunct, to wit : 
a mother; but only the wilderness on every side, with 
here and there a &llen tree, and the poor steed cower- 
ing behind me, met my eager gaze. In another mo- 
ment, the viyid light which had flaahed almost con- 
tinuously for two or three minutes, suddenly ceased, 
and all was dark i^ain. He-mounting my horse, with 
feelings hard to describe, JL hugged to my bosom the 
wondrous little waif of the forest, which in turn clung 
to me closer than a brother. Then I shouted lustily, 
demanding a response if any one was within hearing ; 
but the expected answer, if made, was not audible to 
my ear amid the howling of the storm which as though 
strengthened by its transient respite, was now at work 
again. I was pausing to consider whether or not I 
should seek further for the missing mother, when my 
reflections were abruptly terminated by the descent of 
a huge limb, which, wrenched with terrific force from 
a giant sycamore, came booming to the ground just be- 
hind us. Quick as thought, my horse sprang from the 
tremendous projectile that had well-nigh immolated 
both steed and rider, and charged at full speed up the 
rough, hilly road that lay before us. We attained the 
spur of the hill xmharmed, and the weird little one 
dept upon my bosom I 
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A HUNTBB FBOM KBKTUCKT. 

Thb tornado had done its worst and passed on, and, 
although the wind was still blowing furiously, I felt re- 
lieved and oomparatiTely out of danger. Descending 
the hill, I could perceive that the fury of the tempest 
had been scarcely felt on that side, and I was wishing 
in my heart that the domlcil of Major McClu^e might 
be so fortunate, both on its. own account and mine, as 
to be located safely in the valley which I was approach- 
ing, when suddenly a bright glimmering light as I 
tamed one of the windings of the road, broke full upon 
my sight. The joy and gratitude the tempest-tost 
mariner feels when he discovers the long looked for 
beacon light, was mine at that moment. My good steed 
ihe partner of all my troubles, testified by a whinner 
loud and long, that he too, participated in my pleasure, 
and breaking into a gallop, in a moment brought us to 
the door of the cabin. 

Whether this was the house of Major McClnre, or 
not, I neither knew nor cared : it was tenanted, and that' 
was sufficient. I was in no condition to cavil at my 
quarters neither must they, he, she or it, cavil about 
their guests, for guests I determined we ^ould be, 
^will he nill he." The storm continued to mge so 

!♦ 
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high that the inmates did not hear my ^' halloo ! " as I 
drove np ; but upon repeating it at the top of my longs, 
by the time I had dismounted, hitched my horse and 
loosened my saddle-bags, an old man whose well-devel- 
oped head was garnished with locks white as snow, 
appeared at the door, bearing a torch of lightwood. 
Peering out into the darkness, he asked in a bluff voice, 
"who's there?*' 

"A stranger," said I, approaching the door, "who 
wants quarters for himself and horse." 

"Sartin, sartin, stranger; come in^ come in out of 
the weather ! — ^You've had a boistrous drive out, straa- 
ger ; — ^I haint seen sidi a night as this afore in a coon's 
age — ^why I wouldn't turn a dog out in sich a storm, 
let alone a human." 

"Thank youl thank you, kindly I" I replied, "I 
and my good nag, there, have seen bad weather before 
to-night ; but here is one less able to stand it I " and I 
extended my sleeping burden to a good old dame, 
who, I rightly presumed to be the worthy man's wife. 
She received the precious charge with an expression of 
mingled wonder and pity, and uttering many an ejacu- 
lation of concern for its comfort, bore it to a seat by 
the cheerful and capacious chimney comer. 

"Stranger," said mine ho^t, "You're welcome to 
the best we have, but that you'll find monsus poor." 

" Don't mind me," I rejoined, " I have been used 
to camp life; but if your good lady can miipage for the 
child, there, I shall be thankful" 

" Oh, I dare be sworn she can ; can't ye dame ? " 
he exclaimed* 

The good woman thus appealed to, looked I thought 
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not qtiite so confident. ^* We're poor folks in these 
yere parts ; 'cept Mister Wright " — said she. 

"Never mind neighbor Wright, dame;'' inter- 
rupted my host, a little impatiently; '^hospitality 
don't allers abide with the rich, bat's often the most 
heartiest in the poor man's cabin. Stranger, there's 
my hand; yon're thrice welcome. Be homely, and 
take a cheer by the fire. Lemme take your hat and 
overcoat." 

"Thank you; no," I replied, "I fear I have still 
more outdoor work before me, after my tired horse 
shall have had a brief rest, and perhaps a bite of some- 
thing to eat." 

Both husband and wife gave me a look of surprise ; 
perceiving which, I filled them with still more wonder 
by relating the singular manner in which I had become 
possessed of the child, which now in its turn opened its 
blue eyes and uttered a little plaintive cry; "It ap* 
peals to us for its mother," I continued, " and I must 
go back and look for her." 

" If Lu was only here, now I " murmured the good 
woman, surveying the littie morsel of mortality with a 
somewhat puzzled expression of countenance, and then 
looking up at her old man. 

" Lu is a mixed-blood." said he, " a mighty nice gal 
she is, too, — ^belonging to our rich neighbor. She's 
often here : I wish she was, now ; " added mine host 
turning to me, and scratching his head, dubiously. It 
was. evident he shared the perplexity of his help-meet. 

" She was never away so long, afore ; " chimed in 
the dame ; " I don't see what's got her 1 She is almost 
a darter to me, sir, though her skin is another color." 
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'^Ilansome is, tliat bansome does/' said McClure 
(for that was mine host's name ;) thof for that marter, 
Lu is as hansome as a pictur, when she's rigged up, 
on a Sunday. She's a house-sarvant, and thej do saj 
that young Kale, her master's son, has obtained her 
freedom. ^^ Praps, wife," he added suggestively ^* she's 
gone away a spell to enjoy nt." 

"No, I reck'n not," rejoined the dame, who was 
trotting the baby on her knee, with entire success; 
" she would let us know, in. course." 

"Well I 'low she would, too; but howsever," said 
he, going to the ^oor, and looking out, in answer to 
my horse's peremptory whinner, "while we stand 
talkin, this ere critter o' youm stranger, is catchin' 
cold." 

"That's so," Qaid I, and taking my quadrupedal 
firiend (Jack, I called him,) by the bridle, and patting 
his neck affectionately — for he and I had shared many 
a hard time, and long, lonely cruise together, I fol- 
lowed my host, and his lightwood torch, to the log but 
in which he housed his own horse and the smallest pat- 
tern of a cow that I ever set eyes upon. Here, with a 
few words of sympathy and praise in the pretty ear 
which he bent forward to me, as be rubbed his nose 
lovingly against my shoulder, I bestowed my animal in 
front of a pile of coarse hay, — promising him, " soto 
voce," his fill of good fat oats on the morrow. I little 
thought then, that poor Jack was soon to have an- 
other master. * 

When mine host returned with me to the cabin, his 
wife suggested to him that a cup of milk, warm from 
the cow, might prove palatable to the "little darling" 
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in her lap^ To thu he cordially acceded, and after 
hastily ramming an iron loggerhead (I believe they call 
^ it,) or heater, into the beA of live coals in the capacious 
fireplace, and lighting a fat piae knot, he took a pewter 
porringer and went out to the bam again. 

It was now my turn to resume the care of the 
baby, not so much from choice, perhaps, as to enable 
the good woman (*on hospitable thoughts intent,') 
to make" a little spread of eatibles. In short order a 
rasher of bacon, centered like a jewel in a setting 
of cornelian looking eggs, was frying merrily in a 
spider upon the fire, and a pot of roasted com coffee 
was steaming with commendable promptness by its 
side. 

^' Ton wont gain nothin' for going out afore day- 
light Mister," said the landlord, coming in with the 
milk; *'It is fairing off, but I allow it-s dark as a 
pocket outside the clearin I Wife, whar's the beer ? I'll 
brew you a drink stranger that '11 iQake yer eyes 
shine." 

With these comforting words, he took the pitpher 
banded to him by his wife, and drawing a flask of 
whiskey and a bowl of sugar from a mde cupboard, set 
briskly about the composition of a beverage which he 
facetiously denominated "belly-stuff." When the 
mixture was complete, he took the red-hot jbron from 
the fire and introduced it cordially to the amiable liqiiid, 
which forthwith began to sizzle and foam, and emit a 
fragrance never recognized by Lubin, perhaps, but far 
more delectable to my olfactories, on that occasion, 
than the most odoriferous perfumery of the shops. In 
short, it was a glorious mug of flip. " My sarvice to 
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ye I '' exclaimed the excellent old man, taking, as was 
the custom there tod then, the first libation. It was 
indeed, a highly acceptable dfaught after my long ex- 
posure to the wind and weather, and my stomach took 
to it very kindly. 

The flip finished, I made a hearty meal while Mrs. 
McClnre occapied herself with administering, with 
eUborate carefulness, homoeopathic quantities of the 
fresh warm milk to guest No 2 — ^the little wajf of 
THE wood. Hearing me apply this phrase to it care- 
lessly among my endearments, the good man of the 
house said to me, as he took the child in his large, em- 
browned hands, and smiled at the solicitude of his wife 
who feared he would hurt it; "What did ye call 
him?" 

"It's not a him; it's a her! " sidd the dame, in a 
half-whisper, accompanied by a frown and smile. 

"Oh hoi it's a gal baby, is it?" he exclaimed. 
"And what s\)all we call yer, my little 'un? " 

I explained to him what I meant by waif of the 
wood. 

"Waif let her name be, then, till we know her 
rightful one," he responded, lifting the slight burden 
to his weather-worn face. 

"Or Waif o' the Wood," I rejomed. 

" Walf-wood '11 do, for short," and a kiss, as gentle 
as ever greeted fair one,' was the only baptism that this 
child ever had. 

"Poor little thing 1 " exclaimed the tender-hearted 
dame, wiping a tear from her eye with the comer of 
her apron, and taking the child from her old man, 
" somebody has a better right to name yer than any 
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one here." She resumed her former seat in the comer, 
and laying the infant at full length (and that was not 
much,) across her knees, she droned a low monotonous 
tune, until its deep hlue eyes, which for some minutes 
were fixed upon her henevolent countenance almost 
thoughtfully, had closed In pure unconsciousness. 

By this time, we were all seated comfortahly hy 
the fire, whose hright glow, illuminating our &ces, was 
sustained by the frequent addition of fragments of 
red £it pine, from a pile at one side of the immense 
chimney-place. 

Perceiving, perhaps, a shadow of care upon my 
brow, connected with the night's adventure, McClure 
sought to dissipate it by his talk. 

^* I was glad to see ye, Major, take sitch an interest 
in yer beast, 'fore yer own needcessitLes was supplied. 
That's allers my plan, and allers was ; an' I never lost 
a critter yet. Afore we turn in for the night, I'll give 
him a bait (A com ; but taint safe to gi^e com to a 
boss you know, when he's warm. The Lord knows I've 
taken as many hard drives in my day as the next man 1 
Many and many's the time Fve gone hull days and 
nights together without a bite of anythink, but I allers 
managed, somehow or another, to give my boss a b^t 
when I couldn't start a mou'ftill for myself, all on 'count 
o' them ere infernal red-skins. Ah, them was troublous 
tunes in old Eaintuck ! " 

As he spoke, betook down his pipe — ^a rude dudeen 
made of a com-cob and reed — and prepared it for 
lighting. 

Involuntarily, I took out my own meerschaum, but 
a glance at the deeping child, and it went back into 



10 WAIFWOOD. 

• 

my pocket again. **So, 8ir, yoa are from Ken- 
tucky?" 

^' Yes,* sirr, I wamt raised thar, though : I came 
from York State, and that you know is a long way o& 
Yer don't spose, wife, that young woodchuck will mind 
my smokin, do ye? Lord-a-massy, I believe I was 
weaned on 'baccy smoke. However, Fll take only a 
few whiflfe, being's I can't very well help it, now I got 
started." 

**I don't think it would matter, Joe," said his wife 
encouragingly. 

"Wall, praps I'd better not," rejoined McClure, 
and suffered his pipe to go out. 

Rough as' he was externally, he had a kind con- 
siderate heart. Consoling himself with a quid of " nig^ 
ger-head," tobacco, he surveyed the child placidly and 
chewed away, and expectorated, for a few moments in 
silence. 

" Wont you hand me my knittin," said the dame. 
** Maybe I can knit a few rounds while Waif is sleep- 
ing." 

As mine host rose and handed to her the yam, and 
the half-finished stocking, which she had in progress 
for his use, I was reminded of what I had before 
noticed, viz: that he was lame. I inquired the cause. 
He began to tell me but was interrupted by a knock 
and the abrupt entrance of a young man. 



CHAPTER nL 

8TBU0K BT LIGHTXriKO. 

Thx new-comer, after a hasty, fiuniliar salutation, 
came forward to the fire, and extended his hands for a 
share of its welcome heat. 

He was about twenty years old; flaxen-haired, 
blue-eyed, fair complexioned and none Ae less hand* 
some because a little sunbumt. His nose was aqui- 
line ; and though a curre is said to be the line of 
beauty, it was not in this case an improvement to that 
useful feature of the face. Still it was not a bad look- 
ing organ, by any means, and its defect, if any, was 
more than counterbalanced by the artistical shape of 
the nostrils, which with the well-cut mouth and chin, 
innocent of beard, would have pleased a sculptor. 

^^ Widl, Cale, what on airth has brought you to my 
poor cabin on sitch a night as this yere f " said McGlure, 
surveying the youth, with an expression I thought not 
entirely cordial. 

" Where is Lu ? " inquired the visitor, abruptiy ; 
and glanced around the room as if in quest of one whom 
he ef|>ected to see there. 

" She haint been here for more nor a week," res- 
ponded the dame, rising and placing the child upon a 
bed which stood in the comer. 
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^' Not here? Not been here ! '^ cried the youth, with 
a look of dismay : " My God, can she have — ^^ The 
conclusion -of the sentence died away upon his tongue, 
and (to borrow a conceit of Shakspere's) — 

< His coward lips did from their color fly.' 

^' Can she have what ? " said McClure sternly ; and 
regarding the agitated countenance of the other, with 
obvious interest. 

" Can she have run away ? " was the response, but 
rather in the tone of soliloquy* 

*^Why should she? What could make her, Cale 
Wright, 'less somie devilment o' yer own?" She has 
not been the same girl skice you have made so much 
of her. I tell yer I don't like it in ye. Thar's suthin' 
wrong : I suspicion you know what." 

The old man spoke almost angrily. Still, the youth 
was too much absorbed by his own feelings to feel the 
sting of McClure^s rebuke. ' 

^^ She threatened me she would leave for the woods, 
but I thought she was here safe housed with you, whom 
she always loved more than £Either and mothei:, though 
they raised her," he rejoined, gazing into the fire. 

*^Ef she was free, she had a right to go her own 
way, I reck'n ! " said McClure. 

^* But she might have come and said good-bye to 
us ! " exclaimed, the dame sadly. " On'y think of Lu's 
bein, out on sitch a night as this I But if this' y ere 
week-old baby could stand it, I spose she kin I " 

For the first time since he had entered so abruptly, 
the young man looked with interest at the child which 
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bad now opened her httle cerulean eyes and turned 
their innocent gaze upon him. 

" How fair, how pure I " he murmured.* " Is it 
yours, fdr?" he added addressing me. '^And have 
yon travelled far with it ? '' 

Briefly as possible, I told him how I had come by 
it. The excited manner of my listener surprised me, 
and I had scarcely ceased speakings when he cried out, 
•* My God, my Qod, it must be she ! I will search every 
covert, but I will find her 1 " and with these words, he 
Toshed out of the cabin. Mine host and I both rose and 
hnrried to tJie open door, to call him back, but his retreat- 
ing footsteps were the only sound we heard in reply. 

**Ef he injures that yere gal," exclaimed McClure, 
** m fix his flint for him, yer may bet yer life on *t I " 

I had my own suspicions, but said nothing; merely 
remarking that I could never sleep again, before mak- 
ing another effort to satisfy myself that the mother of 
that child was not still iu .the forest, and perishing for 
the want of snccor. 

" Ef yer 'sist on gwine," said McClure, " count me 
in. Pm more used to woodcraft than you, and we can 
help each other.** 

I would fain have dissuaded him on accotmt of his 
lameness, bnt he would not hear to it. In a few 
minutes, we were both monnted and on our way to 
the wood. 

The storm had cleared away in part, and we oeuld 
see many stars ; still the lightwood torches we bore 
were very serviceable, for in numerous places the soft 
dark soil of the road had been so washed by the rain as 
to be almost impassable. 
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I recognized the roate by which I had come readily, 
— ^indeed there was no other to take, and leading the 
way myself the old hunter followed me in silence, 
broken only by an occasional word of encouragement 
to our horses. 

Before long, we heard the shouts of young Wright 
in the wood, ^'Lul Lu!'* At length, we overtook 
him« *^ For God's aake, tell me, stranger,'' he cried, 
raising his hand to my saddle as he walked by my 
side, '^ do you think you can go back to the spot where 
you found that child 1 " 

^^ I think so," I replied, an incunense pine had just 
fidlen near by, and it will serve as a mark." 

^' By Heaven, if we do not find her, I shall think 
she has perished I " he exclaimed. " Let me go ahead : 
I can get on quicker than yon." He passed me and 
hurried forward. We had followed for a few minutes, 
and I judged we were rapidly nearing the place where 
I had found the Waif of the Wood, when I was startled 
by a piercing shriek that seemed to run like cold steel 
through my panting heart. Driving on as quickly as 
possible to where the road was obstructed by a fallen 
tree of immense size, I sprang from my horse, to be- 
hold a spectacle that made my blood run cold. A 
female form lay there, and kneeling by her side and 
bending over her, was young Wright, moaning and 
^ takin' on " (as the old man called it,) most bitterly. 

My first thought was, that it was the mother of 
little Waif-Wood crushed by the prostrate timber ; but 
upon a closer scrutiny, with the aid of my torchlight, I 
found that, though she was lifeless, it was not the 
fallen tree that had killed her, but the same thunder- 
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bolt, probably, by which it had been shivered and 
lud low. 

^ She has been struck by lightning ! ". said I, after 
an exclamation of horroi:, scanning the mark which the 
terrible current had left npon her face and artn. ^* Who 
iflahe?*» • 

**It is Ln, my own dear Lu," he cried: "I have 
killed, her — I have killed her! Oh, God, why did not 
this thunderbolt fall updn my head, my poor, poor Lu, 
instead of yours ? " He Nkissed the unanswering tips 
repeatedly, and his tears fell upon the marble face. 

At this moment McGlure came up, and dismounting, 
pushed the young man aside, in his eagerness to look 
at the melancholy object before us. The strong glare 
of his fat pine torch, shining upon his large rough 
features, betrayed deep the solicitude which filled his 
big, honest heart. 

*^ I feared it, I feared it I " he groaned, and stood star- 
ing at the body, as if awed by the presence of the dead. 
**' There may be life yet I " cried Gale ; and essayed 
to resume his former place by the body. 

With an impatient gesture and tone narsh almost 
to fierceness, the old man waved him back. " Stand 
off I Tou shall not touch her." Then, taking up the 
inanimate form, in his stalwart arms as if it were no 
heavier than a child's, and pushing gently back the 
long raven tresses from the forehead, he gazed sor- 
rowfully into her face. " Yer poor critter, you," said 
he in a voice broken by emotion, *^how came you 
here?" adding in a manner savagely altered, **If 
Tom Wright has done this, or any of his acouised 
brood, FU kill them sartin as the Lord liveth 1 " 
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•* God knows I would give my life for her I ** moan- 
ed CaJe. 

^^ It may be,** said I, producing a flank from my 
pocket, ^^ that the vital spark is not yet extinct I there 
is brandy; put it to her lips." McClure did as t sug- 
gested, then shook his head €espairingly. 

^^ Taint no use, Major: her eyes is sot: she is a 
' goner. Poor Lu ; poor Lu I It 'U go nigh to break my 
old woman's heart. Major, Til git on to my hoss, and 
nen you hand her up to me. Take her gently, now I 
the blood in her veins is as red as youm or mine, 
though her skin be a shade darker.^ 

This he said, as he placed the fragile form into my 
arms, and remounted his animal which stood close by 
my side, looking as if it, too, shared in his master's 
sorrow for poor Lu, who had no pow^r now to pat the 
head which it had bent forward for her customary 
caress. With pale &oe and quivering lips, young 
Wright held oiir torches while I transferred my sad 
burden to McClure, and gave him my overcoat to cover 
her. Supporting the rigid form in front of him with 
one arm, he famed his horse homeward, and dropping 
the rein, sustained with his right hand, the unfortunate 
girl's head upon his broad chest. 

Observing the feeble condition of the young man, 
who was several years my junior, I prevailed upon him 
to mount my horse ; and walking by his side, we fol- 
lowed for some, moments in silence the retreating foot- 
steps of McClure. 

My companion was the first to speak. ^^I know," 
said he abruptly, "what you are thinking of. You 
Gondenm me, in your own mind, as a villain unfit to 
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live. Th6n why this kindness to me? Yon wear a pistol: 
why not use it npon me ? God knows, I'm tired c^life ! " 
** Don't talk in that way," I replied bloffly, " every 
man baa bis faults, and until my own skirts are clear, I 
wont undertake either to measure or punish the errors 
of others ; but I confess I was thinking just then that 
if ^nder poor girl could speak, she would attribute to 
you tbe paternity of that little Waif of the Wood, the 
child I found." 

^^ Never ! " he rejoined, emphatically. 
I felt a pang of dissappointment, for J feared he 
was uttering a &lsehood to cover his culpability. 

"Never I" he repeated. "She was pledged to 
secrecy, but that was unnecessary. Such was her 
fidelity to me, that the Inquisition itself could not have 
wrung from her any admission injuring me. But I 
Bay to you that in the eyes of God she is my wife, and 
if that child is her's it is mine, as well." 

"lis an honest confession," said I, "and I like 
you the better for it. I suspected the truth, when I 
witnessed your distress. But what shall be done with 
our little Waifwood ? so I call the child." 

"Waifwood?" (he repeated the name a number 
of times, in an undertone.) Ton regard it as a founds 
Ung, then? It is welL Let it remain with the 
McClures. Possibly they may not dream it is her's, for 
so well did she conceal her situation, that even I did 
not suspect her time to be so near. Pure and ignorant 
of such- things as she was, she may not have known it 
herself. For its own sake, and for the sake of her dear 
memory, Fd rather the child should'nt be known as 
her's." 



24 WA.IFWOOD. 

^^McClore aad his wife caiinot fail to suspect it^^ 
saidL 

*^ You don't know them as well as I do," he re- 
JMned. *^ They 're so honest and sunple-hearted, they 
wont think such a thing possible. Indeed, probably 
the idea will not occur to them at all. They would 
sooner suspect you, yourself." 

^^Good heavens, sir," I exdaamed, (with a heat 
that has made me laugh heartily many a time since,) 
you don't mean to imply that they'll take me to be the 
mother? (and of course the diild must have had 
onel") 

Begging my pardon, in a tone I thought a little 
petulant, he relapsed into a moody silence, which con- 
tinued until we reached the house. We found the old 
man awaiting ua outside. 

'^ I feel monsus bad, Major," said he, in a low tone, 
*^ about breakin' this matter to my woman. It '11 e'en 
about kin her, the poor soul I Gale Wright, you git off 
that hoes, an' go in, and tell it as easy 's if you was puno- 
turin' yer own eye-balL Be dreffle car'ftil, wont yer ? 
She has a tender spot for this poor critter in her heart. 
It '11 be like techin' her- on the raw. Ton caii be 
smooth as ile, sometimes ; be easy with her jiow. Go 
in and perpar* her ftir this, a minute or so afore we 
go in." 

The young man assented, and, dismounting, entered 
the house. 



CHAPTER IV, 

THB INDIAN. 

^^JjKsm me a hand, here. Major, will jer?^ eaid 
McClore, with a faltering voice, and passed down to 
me the melancholy burden. Whether or not it was 
the warmth convajed by the honest breast upon which 
it had been bom, I could not toll, but as I took the 
hand of the poor girl in mine, my heart jumped within 
me, for I fancied it was less cold and rigid than be- 
fore. Instinctiyely, my fingers sought her pulse, and 
I thought I detected a feeble beat or two I An ez« 
clamation of glad surprise escaped me. *^ What d'ye 
say?'' demanded McClure, eagerly, as he alighted 
slowly from his horse — ^his knee feeling rather stiff just 
then. *^ As sure as I live, I believe she does I " I re« 
plied. The old man forgot his lamene8S,*tod in an in* 
Btant was at my side. 

^ Lemme have her t " he cried, deeply excited, and ' 
taking the body in his arms, he bore it quietly into the 
cabin. ^^ Don't take on, dame I " said he, as his wife, 
with horror in her looks, met him at the door ; the 
Ifajor thinks she aint dead; o'ny sort o' stunded by 
the lightnin'. Take the baby off the bunk, and TU 
lay her thar." 

^ Dear me, dear me!" murmured the old lady » ^^ 
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tears streaming down her cheeks, as she took up the 
unconscious infant and handed it to me, while her hus- 
band gently placed the yonng mother upon the bed, 
where Wright, with a comitenanoe whose expression 
alternated between hope and fear, had already taken a 
position. His clasped hands, rigidly compressed mouth 
and straming eye-balls indicated that it was only by a 
painful effort of self-control that he could restrain him- 
self so fiur as to play a subordinate part in the action of 
the scene. While my good host and hostess were ap- 
plying such restoratives as they had at hand, my atten- 
tion was attracted to the form of an Indian, lying 
supine upon the floor, with his feet to the fire. He 
was wrapped in a woollen blanket, nearly enveloping 
his head as well as body, and well-nigh concealing his 
&oe. It was not an unconmion sight in the cabins of 
the whites of the Cherokee country, at that period, 
and, I rightly conjectured that it was some copper- 
visaged straggler who had sought and obtained from 
the charitable dame, during our absence, permission to 
lodge there for the night. Bearing in mind, that the 
Indians have many remedies unknown to the whites, I 
suggested thai he should be called upon. 

*^ He's fast asleep," said the dame. 

But I knew better, for his two glittering black eyes 
were, an instant before, fixed upon the little innocent in 
my arms. ^* Halloo 1 " said I, nudging him with my 
foot. A snore was the. only response. He would have 
us think he was not awake. I applied the toe of my 
boot to him again: this time harder than before. 
With a grunt of displeasure, the red-skin opened his 
blanket and his eyes at the same moment. ^' Come," 
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said I, " old fellow, turn out : we want your aid. Do 
Bomething to pay for your lodging. Here is a young 
woman in need of your help ; that is, if you have any 
skill in medicine." At this, the Indian arose and look- 
ing around upon us gravely uttered in the musical 
Cherokee language, the salutation, 
"Oflee senarla!" 

He was a younger fellow than I had expected to 
see ; not large, but sinewy ; in height about the same 
as young Wright, whom, but for a copper color and 
other Indian peculiarities, he would have resembled. 
'*Let Wakeelah see the maiden I " said he. 

He walked to the ^bedside as he spoke, and would 
have toached the prostrate form, but the old man in- 
terposed, with a sHgbt motion of his Jiand. *^ Ugh ! " 
said the Indian, ** she is good to look at — ^must be good 
to touch. Wakeelah's hands are not the lightning, to 
bum and kill ! He will not hurt the maiden : he will do 
her good." 

*^Wall, do her good without techin' on her; can't 
ye?" said McClure, looking up testily from his oo- 
cupation of chafing her temples with brandy. 

'^Wakeelah has a charm will cure her," replied the 
red-man, gravely. "Bring me pail water from the 
spring ; then all 'go way, and leave me with the maiden. 
She shaU be weU." 

" Git out ; I won't do't ! " responded the old man. 
'*I disremembered it, but now it's come to me that 
water all over a person struck with lightnin '11 do a 
heap o' good ; but you shant apply it. It's wimmin's 
work in this case. In two minutes, dame, I'll have a 
good fire in tother room, and nen we'll take her in 
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thar and yoa shall try the 'feet o' water. Yon Injmiy 
yon, take that bucket thar, and fill it at the spring, jiat 
beyond the bam : and. Major, you hand that young 'on 
to Cale here : he don't 'pear to be doin' nnffin : and nea 
go ont, will yer, and pat np our bosses? " 

These requests were complied with promptly, 
though I detected an ugly scowl pass, like a black doad, 
over the sinister countenance of Wakeelah (as he caUed 
himself) on his way to the door. When we were both 
outside, however, he had apparently become better^ 
natured, for he offered to take care of my horse for me, 
and, before I could stop him, vaulted lightly into the 
saddle, and, followed by the docile nag of mine host, 
trotted off to the bam. Intent upon filling the bucket 
which the rascal had dropped upon the ground, I let 
him have his way ; thinking that I would go mysdf 
presently and make sure he had done it well, and that 
Jack was comfortably bestowed. If I had not been so 
full of the matter now absorbing the attention of the 
inmates of the house, I should have hesitated at trust- 
ing my valuable animal to such a person, even for so 
short a time ; for horse-stealing had of late, become too 
common in that part of ^he country: indeed, it was 
generally believed, that an organized band of horse- 
thieves and counterfeiters, belonging to the lower 
counties of Georgia, were eluding their operations, 
to the Cherokee section. The captain, or leader of 
these scoundrds, a desperado named M urrell, it was 
said, had a cross of Indian blood in his veins, and had 
some confederates amo^g the Cherokees. Whether 
that was so, or not, I could not say, but I knew that an 
Indian's view of property in horses was very like the 
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wbite m^0 loose regard for menm and tanm in the 
matter of umbrellas, and it should have taught me not 
to trust to mj impromptu groom in the deer-skin leg^ 
gins. Howeyer, trust him I did, for the nonce, and 
getting a pail-fuU of cold spring water, hurried into 
the house, where, in an inner room, I found my stal- 
wart host Idling pitch pine knots on the fire, which he 
had already kindled with such success, that it illumiioated 
the iqpartm^it so entirely as to render other light super- 
fluous. It was the guest's room, and contained (be- 
ttdes a chair and an engraved portrait of George 
Washington,) a bed, upon which we now placed poor 
Lu, whose appearance had undergone in a short time a 
slight yet obvious improvement. We now left the old 
lady alone with her, to bathe and rub the skin briskly, 
and oover her up warm. In the meantime, the Indian 
returned from his care of the horses, and merely re- 
marking, with a grunt, that '^Wakeelah was much 
aleepy," wrapped himself in his blanket and resumed 
the position in which I had found him on the floor. 
He was a bright, intelligent fellow, evidently; and, 
though he abstained from conversation with us, he 
looked as if, at a council fire, he could talk fluently 
enough. No wei^pon was, viuble upon his person ; and 
if there had been it would have made little difference 
in our estimate of his harmlessness ; such was the con- 
tempt universally entertained in that quarter for the 
courage of the Cherokees. I know, that Wright, 
senior, and other influential men owning land inthe 
Cherokee county, actuated by mercenary motives, had 
not ceased, for years, to urge upon Congress, and the 
administration of Gen. Jackson, that the miserable 
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remnant of the tribe was formidable and dangerous, 
and ought to be removed ; but never was there a n^s- 
representation more gross and inexcusable. * There 
are black sheep in every flock,' according to the old 
adage, and there were undoubtedly some ugly speci- 
mens among the Cherokees, but the worst of them 
were as good as the unscrupulous white men, who 
subsequently effected their removal to Arkansas. 

In a few moments after he had lain down — his 
bronze features concealed by his blanket — ^we heard 
the hard breathing of Wakeelah, as if sound asleep. In 
the meantime we awaited with anxiety the result of the 
dame's efforts for the restoration of Lu. It seemed an 
age, but really it was not long before the good old 
lady popped in her radiant face and bade us come and 
see. With a cry of joy, Cale ran into the room where 
the patient was, and we, following, found him at the 
bedside, bending over and calling her, by the most 
endearing epithets, to recognize him. McClure was in 
too grateful a mood to be angry with him. 

^^ Her eyes are fixed upon you, but she don't know 
you : she don't know anybody, now, Fm thinkin'. Has 
she spoke yet, wife ? " 

*^ No ; she has moved her lips two or three times, 
and tried to raise one of her hands to her head, poor, 
dear thing ! but I haint heem a word from her, on'y a 
deep sigh once in a while as if she was gaspin' for a 
good long breath." 

As the stricken woman lay upon the bed, covered 
with the counterpane of many colors — ^the handiwork 
of the dame's early days — ^it was curious to witness in 
her countenance the fSunt struggle of the vital forces to 
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oyercome the paralyang effect of the electric fluid with 
which her system was still surcharged. We all watched 
her with the most intense interest : I scarcely less than 
the others, stranger though I was. Presently the 
poise, feeble and intermittent when we entered "the 
room, beat more perceptibly, and a faint red grew 
visible through her olive complexion and glowed in her 
weU-formed lips. Her soft jet-black hair, arched-brows, 
fringing eye-lashes, and symmetrical neck, added, per- 
haps to the interest which I felt in the handsome quad- 
roon; for unjust though it is, human sympathy oftener 
flows for distressed beauty than for the unattractive 
wretched, however strong their claims. 

Ltt's recovery seemed hopeful, if not certaii^but still 
she uttered no word, and her^ large, dark eyes looked 
dusky and vacant. So she continued until the little 
hours of the new day. 

At McClure's suggestion, Wright and I left the ap- 
partment in order that his wife might obtain a little 
needful sleep, upon the same bed with Lu, while he re« 
mained as a watcher. At daylight, should it appear 
desirable to procure the aid of a physician, Wright was 
to ride for one to the nearest village, which was five 
miles distant. 

As we entered the kitchen, where the little Waif- 
wood lay slumbering, I observed that the Indian had 
taken advantage of our temporary absence, and with all 
the nonchalance in the world, ensconced himself by her 
side, where, no longer shrouded in his blanket, he too 
reposed, apparently fSeist asleep. It was a striking con- 
trast, that picture of the two countenances side by side, 
one fair as a cherub, the other swarthy, rough and 
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iiiiister — not an old nor a very bad-featured fiuse, but 
prematiirelj marked with the lines that evil thoughts 
and gross indulgenoes produce. To use a trite phrase 
it was a scene for an artist However, Wright ab- 
ruptly ended it by summarily and indignantly *^yerk- 
ing*' the sleeping savage from the bed to the floor. 
TVith a scowl expressive of the most thorough anti- 
pathy, Wakeelah arose and for a moment confronted 
the disturber of his slumbers as if to retaliate. 

Of the same height and sixe, maugre the entire dif- 
ference in ccmiplexion and general appearance of the 
two, there was, as we have before intimated, a degree 
of resemblance between these men, which made a sin- 
gular impression upon me, as, for a moment they &ced 
each other. In an instant, however, the pluck of the 
C9ierokee seemed to desert him, for turning away 
abruptly, he raised his blanket from the floor where it 
had fidlen, and again wrapping himself in its folds, 
resumed his place near the hearth as coolly as if he had 
been bom and ^'raised" there. Nor did Wright ap- 
pear to give the fellow any further thought, for taking 
a seat upon the trundle bed, without disturbing the 
unconscious infiint, he beckoned me to sit down beside 
him, and when I had complied, began to talk to me 
freely, (as young men will, sometimes, to those to 
whom they have taken a liking,) about his past 
history, wiUi especial reference to his present situation. 



CHAPTER V. 



I vnLL not attempt to give the laagnage of Cale, 
verbatim : it was not invariably grammatical, and once 
in a while he gave to the pronunciation of his words 
the usual plantation peculiarity, as bar for bear and 
thar for there, but it was so much better than was com- 
mon in that region, that I gave him some credit for 
having improved his limited opportunities. In the 
absenoe of any public school system, or private acade- 
mies there, his mother had let him go daily to the 
residence of a neighbor, two miles distant ; one Mr. 
Morlis, whose two sons were imbibing large doses of 
leilming per diem, (with about as good a grace as they 
would have taken so much calomel and jalap) from a 
gentleman of Cape Cod extraction, who had studied for 
the pulpit but come South for an atmosphere more con- 
genial to weak lungs. This tutor — ^the Rev. Mr. Perrin, 
he Uked to be called — ^more successful in teaching him 
than the others, the conmion rudiments and a little 
Latin and belles-lettres, had taken qmte a liking to 
young Wright, and for that reason taught him, con 
amore, many things not mentioned in his prospectus. 
Perrin was not a very clerical person, though a good 
theologian : and though pretty well read, his diction 
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was not nnexoeptionable, particaliirly when sarronnded 
only by those with whom he could be very familiar. 
His expletives were decidedly nnparsonlike, and his 
aversion to etiquette amounted to affectation : yet, at 
heart, he was a true man, humane as well as generous ; 
and nothing, next to reading . an English review, or 
catching a parcel of trout, (and eating them) afforded 
him more pleasure than to speak comforting words to 
some poor creature, suffering from mental or physical 
affliction : and it mattered not a whit to him whether 
the recipient of his consolatory efforts were white or 
black. One object of interest to the eccentric tutor 
was the bright-eyed, vivadons little ten-year old yel- 
low-girl, whom Mr. Morlis, her master, h%d told to do 
his errands. He was not long in satisfyiog himself 
that the owner of this child was also her &ther. This 
he was convinced of for several reasons, not the 
strongest of which was the indulgence and fondness of 
Mr. Morlis for the young one, and his lenient bearing 
towards the mother whenever the latter was reported 
to him by his overseer for remissness in her service. 
Naturally quick-witted aad smart, the partiality of her 
master led the little one to have pretty much her own 
way in the house, until the return of the two misses 
Morlis from their boarding-school near Philadelphia, 
suddenly changed the unruffled tenor of her opening 
career. These damsels were wilful themselves and not 
at all inclined to humor the many whims of the capri- 
cious little Lu (that was her name ;) so she got more 
cu& than caresses at their hands, and, rebelling against 
this treatment, kept herself in hot water pretty much 
all the time ; very much to the regret of Mr. Morlis, 
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especially as owing to Hs deference to those of whom 
he was himself in some sort a slave, he was powerless 
to remedy the difficulty. In this overclonded aspect 
of her youthful sky, Lu would often pour forth her 
sorrows to good Mr. Perrin, who would comfort her 
as well as he could, and usuaUy conclude by patting her 
on the head, and saying, that the Misses would soon be 
married off and leave home. Then, he contrived to 
divert her attention and keep her out of their way, by 
teaching her, with the approbation of Mr. Morlis, first 
the rudiments, and next some more advanced studies. 
Possessing a qitick apprehension and retentive memory, 
little Lu soon became a good learner, and as she had 
the advantage of this friendly tuition during a series of 
years, she surpassed at length her more privileged 
half-sisters, who, by the way, felt anything but kindly 
towards the tutor, in consequence. 

It was while she was yet in her first lessons, that 
Cale Wright began his tuition under the same teacher, 
and though he rarely met her in Mr. Perrin's study, 
that gentJeman^s praises of her proficiency gave him a 
good opinion of Lu's intellect. Her mother dying 
about that time, the poor girl was very sad, but ^* after 
all,'* she said, ^it was not much worse than to have 
her taken to Louisiana and sold, as the sisters had re- 
peatedly threatened should be done, if she did'nt mind 
better." 

If the young ladies felt any sorrow at the decease 
of her mother beyond mere regret for the loss of a 
valuable slave, it was ephemeral and soon passed away ; 
stall, for a long tame afterwards, whenever the natural 
gayety of Lu's disposition broke through the clouds • 
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into a Bunshiny smile, in liheir presence, they would 
severely rebuke her levity and tell her it was indecent 
so soon to forget the dead. 

This harshness increased with Lu's education, and 
as their father's love for her, grew with her mental 
acquisitions, their dislike intensified until it became 
confirmed into hatred. In innumerable ways, as they 
had opportunity, (and of course that was ample^ 
e^eciaJly when Mr. Morlis was absent,) these un- 
amiable young ladies vented their petty malice at the 
poor girPs expense ; to the constant annoyance of the 
honest dominie, Mr. Perrin, who worked himself into 
a condition of chronic irritation on the subject — ^the 
more wearing because obliged to keep it to himself. 

Lu's high spirit, unfitted for her sphere by« a 
knowledge of her paternity, and still more by the in- 
dulgence to which she had been accustomed, chafed 
sorely and refused submission to this untoward change 
in her situation. At length, things came to so bad a 
pass, that she was ordered by her mistress to prepare 
herself for a whipping. She had not been subjected 
to any such punishment since she was old enough to 
know right from wrong ; and now she was thirteen, 
and felt almost a woman. She would have appealed to 
Mr. Morlis, but he was quite ill, and she was denied 
admission to his room. Maddened and desperate, she 
ran to the creek and jumped in ; but was rescued by 
young Wright from the fate she coveted. Her attempt 
at suicide became known to Mr. Morlis, and his family 
besought him to sell her. Aware that his end was 
nigh at hand, the sick man determined to place his 
illegitimate daughter, beftre he died, in other and bet- 



waifwood's mother. 87 

ter keeping than that of his own family, where he was 
conscious she wonld always be the occasion of strife if 
she remained. Calling the dominie to his bedside, 
dnring the still watches of the night, he communicated 
to his willing ear, when Perrin was alone with him, 
the matter which most exercised his mind, and pro- 
fessed a sincere desire to give the child her freedom ; 
but what would she do if at liberty ? what would be- 
come of her, inexperienced as she was ? It seemed to 
him that it would be better to make a nominal sale of 
her to some good and responsible friend, who should 
take her into the service of his family and retain her 
until she should attain the age of eighteen, when, if 
she preferred to do so, she should receive her freedom 
papers and be sent to Philadelphia. 

He thought he might depend upon his neighbor. 
Squire Wright, to do as much for him. What thought 
Mr. Perrin? The reverend tutbr opined, that it would 
be better to emancipate Lu at once, and send her, 
without further delay, into a free State, where beyond 
a doubt she could obtain a respectable livelihood and 
ultimately perhaps, a suitable husband. ^* No, no, no 1 " 
rejoined the sick man, with tremulous earnestness, 
^ without friends, without guardians, how long would 
her impressible nature, so impulsive, too — withstand 
the temptations which (none know better than I who 
have sinned so deeply myself,) would be cast in her 
way by the libertines of the cities? I cannot set poor 
Lu adrift, yet. Better by far that she should live and 
die, in this back country, in the care of a humane, 
even-handed master : but I confess this matter troubles 
me : God knows it does ! *' 
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HIb lips quivered as he spoke, and coTering his face 
with his hands, he breathed an inaudible prayer. Afier 
a silence of a few minutes, (during which he took some 
medicine at the hands of the dominie,) he resumed the 
subject, and the result was that on the following day 
his wealthy neighbor Wright was called in, confiden- 
tially, and, after a long talk to which Perrin was the 
only witness, Morlis gave him a bill of sale of Lu for the 
nominal consideration of one hundred dollars. *^The 
girl's services,*' said Morlis, *^ will be worth that to 
yon, many times over, between this and the time she is 
eighteen, whenaccordingtothesolemn pledge which you 
have just made to me, my old friend, you will give her, 
her freedom papers, should she elect to receive them." 

Squire Wright laid his hand upon his heart and 
bowed. In the meantime, continued the sick man, 
now quite exhausted, *^ say nothing about the terms of 
this sale, and keep to yourself all that we have said 
about it. Be kind to her, my dear sir, I beseech you I 
God knows I feel anxious about her welfare.'' 

Wright assented drily, ^^that it was natural he 
should: he had always liked the girl, and would treat 
her so well tiiat he reckoned she would be quite con- 
tented in her new home." 

Before a fortnight had elapsed after this interview, 
Mr. MorUs died, and Lu was transferred to the resi- 
dence of the Wrights — ^not sorry at the exchange per- 
haps, yet humiliated and unhappy. 

Well content with his bargain, her new master 
smiled upon her blandly ; nor was her ^^ strong-minded " 
mistress less kind ; but it was the dominie's favorite, 
Cale, whose bearing was most medicinal to her bruised 
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spirit. To him, under aa injonction of seoreBj, the 
Bympathizing Ferrio commiiiiicated the terma upon 
which she had come into hia father's possessioiL Al« 
ready imbued by his weU-meaning preceptor with a 
sense of La's saperiority to other daves, and a righteous 
indignation against the peculiar injustice and hardship 
of her lot, young Wright readily entered into a g^ie^ 
roos and genial i^predation of her trials, and evinced, 
in innumerable waye, so much consideration for her 
feelings, that he seemed to her as good as a brother; 
perhaps better. The effect of all these amenities was 
to remove the cloud from Lu's brow ; and she became 
not merely resigned, but (when Cale wbb present,) enr 
tirely happy. He had quite a constructive talent, and 
might have become eminent as a machinist or builder, 
if his work had not been discouraged by that conven- 
tionai sentiment, whidi, in the slave States, throws an 
odium <m white labor. There were <»ily two of his 
friends who appreciated his ingenuity and stimulated 
it with hearty praise. These were the dominie and 
poor Lu. 

Perrin was indignant at the sneers of the misses 
MorHs and others, at the lad's, ^' low mechanic notions " 
as they called it, and more than once he had so^ez- 
pressed himself in the presence of the young ladies, 
and eloquently vindicated the dignity of labor. ^^ The 
work," he said, ^* which manufiEMStures skill in mechani- 
cal art, is Ood-given ; it is genius." 

This encouraged Cale ; but what was a more con- 
stant stimulus was the presence and praise of Lu. She 
was never tired <^ admiring his miniature saw^millsand 
sul-boats and improved chums. 
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As he narrated this story to me, he interlarded it 
with many reminiscences of his boyish achievements) 
and adventures, in some of which Lu had shared. 

At length, the damsel attained her eighteenth year, 
and Gale's &ther announced his intention of sending 
her to Philadelphia. It was totally unexpected by her, 
and distressed her exceedingly. It was scarcely less 
painful to the young man, and the prospect of parting 
with her, perhaps forever, intensified the warm regard 
which he had for her into the more fervent feeling of 
love. It needed only his passionate avowal of this 
sentiment to kindle into flame the love for him which 
was smouldering in the pent-up bosom of poor Lu. In 
that hour of softness and unreasoning ecstasy, virtue 
and discretion succumbed, and both fell impulsively — 
almost involuntarily — ^into the snare of the tempter. It 
was a grave fault, speedily repented. No longer in- 
nocent, the unfortunate girl — ^herself the oflspring of a 
like sin — ^fled from the presence of her lover, and 
shunned his presence like a guilty thing. Gale appre- 
ciated her feelings, measuring them by his own rer 
morse, and bitterly upbrdded himself for the advantage 
which he had taken of her confiding love. That night, 
^ he turned, and turned, and found no rest.'' In vain, he 
cried, in the bitterness of his sorrow, upon God to show 
him what he should do: the morning came to his 
sleepless bed and found him undecided. Tet some- 
thing he must and would do to give peace to the 
poor girl whom he had wronged. It was her alone he 
cared for: the world around would not condemn, 
(for was she not a slave ?) but she was wretched, and 
he the cause ; that was enough. Both conscience and 
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aJTeodoii were earnest and untiring pleaders in her be* 
half. They wonid allow him no peaoe until he had 
done what he could to make honorable amends. ^^ She 
is going to Philadelphia : I will go with her. Then I'll 
marry her. It would disgrace me, here, but there we 
can live in peace ; and if I can get something to do, we 
shall be quite happy.** Oh, how he longed for a fiiend 
to whom he could confide the secret and obtain coun- 
sel 1 After some hesitancy, he made a dean breast of it 
to Mr. Perrin, and expressed his purpose of making Lu 
hia legal wife, if she would consent to it. The good 
man who had been very grave at the confession of his 
ain, brightened up as Cale pronounced his resolve to 
make a reparation so ample. ^ Do it, my dear boy 1 *' 
he cried, grasping his hand and shaking it vigorously, 
^* You will lose some fUends by it, but you will gain 
God, in whose favor all blessings are comprehended, 
and you will secure tEe happiness of my dear little 
protege, who is handsome enough and good enough, 
maugre her unfortunate birth, to be the wife of any 
man on God's footstool — ^in these parts." 

Cale longed for the time to come when he could 
consummate his purpose, for until then neither he nor Lu. 
could know any peace. Something he feared would 
happen to prevent it ; and with a tremulous anxiety to 
^have it over with,"* he suggested that perhaps a 
private marriage, immediately, would be better than to 
wait. 

The dominie replied that he would take the matter 
into oonmderation and give him the result of his delibe. 
rations on the morrow. 

On the following day, Perrin started for Wright's 
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residence soon after breakfast, and on his way through 
a wood, surprised Lu sitting under a tree, weeping. 
Dismounting from the mule he rode, the worthy man 
approached his favorite and told her to dry her eyes 
for he had found a husband for her, and she must look 
her prettiest. 

He had scarcely uttered this remark, when Cale 
(who had come out to meet him on the way) appeared 
at a little distance, and, as soon as he saw them, hast- 
ened to join them. 

Lu would have still avoided her lover, but with 
gentle force, he drew her to him, and, as her heaving 
bosom beat tumultuously against his own, entreated 
her to become his wife. She shook her head sadly, 
and hid her face upon his shoulder ; murmuring as she 
did so, '^ It is impossible ; I am only a poor slave 1 " 

Then Perrin conmiunicated to her the secret, to 
which, hitherto she had been a stranger, viz: her 
father's solicitude for her before he died, and the 
arrangement which he had made for her freedom, the 
time for which was now arrived. Then Lu cried again, 
but with joy ; which subsided into happy contempla- 
tion of the picture which Cale drew as he developed 
to her his plan of the life they would lead in the 
North. 

The course they would pursue for the present, was 
then discussed, and at its conclusion. Parson Perrin 
joined their hands, and with no witness but God and 
the countless little birds which were singing gaily in 
the huge trees of the forest, pronounced the brief mar- 
riage ceremony of the Unitarian church. 

Weeks and months passed, and still Cale and Lu 
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continaed at his father's house. Unaccountably, the 
old man had not resumed the subject of sending her to 
Philadelphia. The fact was, without suspecting his 
son's secret, the elder Wright feared that he was 
strongly inclined to go forth into the world and seek 
his fortune elsewhere than on the paternal acres — a 
project upon which Cale's mother had put her impe- 
rious foot the very first time that her son suggested it, 
but which his father suspected he still harbored, not- 
withstanding the maternal veto. 

" Stay at home Cale," he would say ; " take my 

advice and stay at home. Rolling stones gather no 

moss. D'ye disremember the parable o' the progigal 

son ? That ere foolish feller was a heap like you in 

one thing, jist so onsteady. I reckon he, too, went to 

the Big Norrud, follerin' strange inventings. Don't 

bother your head about sitch machines. Be a planter 

— ^the noblest work of God — ^as the good book says, 

and if yer want preferment, take holt o' politics, and go 

to the legislatur' as I done. 'Fore you die, praps you'll 

be in Congress. I jist done got a speech from John 

C. Calhoun's own hand agin that monster, the Tariff 

and one from Gen. Habersham, I want yer to read to 

me. I reckon our Southern statesmen beat the world. 

These ere are powerful excitin' times in politics. South 

Car'lina '11 cut loose from the Union, I reckon ; and 

Georgia, too, praps ; spite of old Ginral Jackson's teeth. 

Then there'll be a chance for yer to make yer mark 

boy in politics, and show what Perrin's lamin' has done 

for ye. 'Nuther thing, I want ye to cotton up to one 

o' the Morlis gals. They're eddicated, peert and good 

lookin', and the widder's plantation jines my three 
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hondred-and-twenty acre lot, tother side the creek. I 
reckon if ^you'd marry one o' the gab (don^t mart^ 
much which,) the widder'd heave in as mach more ; 
and then you'd have risin' six hundred acre pretty 
good cotton knd to start life with.'* 

^ I have no field hands," said his son to him, once, 
when he was talking in this strain, and he lacked for 
anything better to say. 

'^« Mortis left each of his gals a number," rejoined, 
his &ther, and I spose I could spar' ye eight or ten 
hands from our gang, if your mother's willing ; and 
possibly (I wont say sartin, mind,) I could let ye have 
that gal, Lu, for a house-servant, or to tend your 
ohildem." 

It was with some difficulty that Cale could restrain 
himself from saying that Lu was not his to give, but 
he bit his tips and held his tongue, resolved, of course, 
to circumvent his father's purpose of retaining a prop 
erty in her, but in the meantimo to be cautious how he 
proceeded in the matter. Feeling the need of good 
counsel, he repaired, as before, to Mr. Perrin, and was 
advised by him to leave with Lu for the North, as soon 
as he could arrange to do so, independently of his 
parents' aid or knowledge. Unfortunately for the im- 
mediate execution of this enterprise, Cale had no 
money, and though Perrin generously offered him all 
his own tittle savings, the sum was too small for the 
purpose : so there was no recourse but to wait awhile. 

Faithful to her purpose of interesting her son in one 
or the other of the girls, Mrs. Wright was suddenly 
^taken with a prodigious fondness for the society of 
widow Mortis and her daughters, and got Cale to ao* 
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eonfpany her in the frequent yisits which she made to * 
thenu In return, they were often invited to her house} 
and when they came, the &t cook had to do her beet 
in the preparation of niceties, and Ln's work was 
doubled in her department of waiting upon these, die 
first and only enemies she had in the world. 

Then there were riding and fishing excursions, 
planned by the managing woman, with die warm ap- 
proval of her husband; and occasionally a picnic; in 
an of which diversions, it was contrived by the wire^ 
pullers, to have their son play the gaUant to the young 
ladies. In this manner, time so pregnant with fate to 
one poor creature, glided along pleasantly enong^h with 
them. Lu had but little communication with her hus* 
band, (for he had so many eyes upon him that he 
thought it necessary to avoid all intercourse with her,) 
and she began to distrust his fidelity to her. Con- 
trasting her sallow complexion and menial condition 
with the fairer faces and prosperous lot of the misses 
Morlis, she grew sick at heart and abandoned herself 
to melancholy. What, too, was to become of the child 
which she was to bear to him ? *^ Better,'^ she said to 
Cale, one night, when she had stolen to lus room, (as 
oft she did when the rest were sleeping,) to unburden 
her aching heart to him, *^ fSur better that I, and it, 
should sink beneath the waters of the creek, and then 
we shall trouble you no more!" Then he would 
speak soothing words, and say, what was true enough, 
that it was policy which impelled him to play his part 
in the entertainment of the Morlid ladies. It would 
facilitate his procurement of the means to fly with. hex0 
to a refuge where they might live happily tog^her ; 
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never more to be divided as long as life should last. 
This was some comfort, but, when repeated from time 
to time, lost at last its efficacy, and the poor girl sank 
into despair. It had been her castom to pass a little 
time, almost daily, at McClure's, for there she was 
treated with almost parental kindness ; and when, after 
a threat to Cale that she was going to the woods, 
never more to return, a day or two passed without his 
seeing her, he inferred that she was safely housed be- 
neath their hospitable though humble roof; and he 
obtained leave from hia mother for her to remain a 
week. 

But when that time had passed without her re- 
turn, and one of the field hands said that Major 
McClure had inquired of him that day, how Lu was, 
Cale became very uneasy, and, as a furious storm arose, 
he asked himself, *^ Can it be that she was true to her 
threat, and is now in the woods, exposed to this 
ruthless weather ? *' The idea filled him with remorse; 
and his heart throbbed with anxiety. ^' I cannot bear 
this terrible suspense," was his next thought, ^^ I must 
face the storm, and go to McClure's to learn the truth. 
Likely she b there. Perhaps she has been there all 
the while, notwithstanding what Sam said. At any 
rate, this storm must have led her to seek shelter 
either there or in some friendly cabin.'* 

His mother, in a towering passion, had expressed 
her purpose of sending out the overseer and Jake 
Ward, in quest of her, the first thing, next morning ; 
but Cale would not wait for their aid. Without com- 
municating his intention, he left the house quietly ; too 
much agitated in mind to heed the rain, which was 
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beating down through the dense darkness, as if it< 
would wash away every vestige of the road over 
which he most pass. He arrived, at length, at Mo- 
Clure's, and with a wildly-beating heart, entered only 
to find his fears confirmed. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THB KIDKAPPBB. 

When yotmg Wright had ended the foregoing 
account of hunself^ and his secret relation to Ln^ he en- 
joined upon me to regard it, for the present, as o(mi- 
fidential. He then left me, to catch a little sleep; 
promisingly to see me again in a few hours. 

I followed him into the open air, and bade him 
good night. It was clear star-light, but nearly morn- 
ing. As I turned towards the house again, I fimded 
I saw the swarthy head of the Indian popped out at 
the portal and as quickly withdrawn. When I en- 
tered the cabin, which I did immediately, Wakeelah 
lay in the position in which we had left him, as sound 
asleep, apparently, as ever. I was satisfied, afterwards, 
that the knave was awake all the while, and in all 
probability had heard the most of Gale's narration. 
However, at the tune, I had only a brief suspicion, and 
contented myself by watching his prostrate figure for 
a few moments after I had lain down upon the low bed 
in the comer. The light in the room had become 
dusky,' for the fire was nearly out; and too tired and 
sleepy to keep my eyes open long, I soon fell into a 
drowse. How long I had slept I cannot say, but prob- 
ably not over an hour, when my dumber became light 
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imd flflBiimed the character of nightmare. Methonght 
I saw Wakeelah bending over me, with the same sin- 
iBter &ce^ bat no longer in the garb of the Cherokee. 
In one hand he' held a Bowie knife, while the other 
threatened my throat. I essayed to spring up ; to stay 
hia hand ; to utter aery ; but in vain : I was deprived, as 
by a mysterious spell, of the power either to move or 
make myself heard. Then, I .thought, the villidn left 
me and walked cautiously to the door of the inner 
room, and, after a careful view, disappeared within. 
Presently, methought, he came ou( hastily, bearing in 
his arms the sleeping child, and sei^ng his blanket 
which lay upon the hearth, enveloped little Waif of the 
Wood in it, and stole like a thief ftx>m the house I 
What would I not have given at that moment for the 
free use of my legs and my good right arm. My 
desperate effort! to shout an alarm, at length partially 
unlocked my tongue, and though still unable to articu- 
late a word, I believe I ** hollered like a loon," for the 
noise I made brought to my side my host, (who had 
ftllen asleep on his watch, at the fireside in the other 
room,) and, with a rough hand on my shoulder, he 
awoke me* 

So vividly did the impression received in my trance 
remain upon my mind^ that my first look was at the 
spot where the Indian had lain. He was gcme. 

^ What's got the chUd ? " cried out the dame, firom 
the ohamber where she had had the little one id the 
same bed with her and Lu. — ^^ Tou got it, Joe ? " 

I thought I heard horses' hoo&, at the moment and 
a terrible thought flashed upon me. I was at the 
cabin door in an instant A few rods away down the 
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road, I saw the treacherous Wakeelah mounted on my 
precious steed, and beaiing upon one arm a burden, 
which, I doubted not, was the little darling I had saved 
only to lose so soon 1 

'« That devU has stolen the child I " I cried. 

^'And your boss!" said McClure, who now stood 
at my side in the door-way. ^' Gimme my rifle I " and 
he stepped back into the cabm. 

It was just the peep of day, and there was light 
enough to reveal a grin of triumph on the robber's 
faicej as, attracted h^r my cry, he turned his hea^ and, 
without slackening his speed, looked back at us. 

In a moment, the old man came out, bearing hia 
shooting-iron, and followed to the door-sill by his 
astounded helpmeet in her night gown. She was too 
much excited to think of dress. 

^^ Mind how you shoot, my good sir 1 '' cried I, see- 
ing him level his rifle and take um. 

'TU be keerfiil. Major," he replied. 

"He has the baby in front of him," I added. 

" Do be keerful, Joe I " said his wife. 

At that instant, crack went the rifle. 

" Yer spile't my aim. Major I " exclaimed McClure, 
" with what yer said about the child ; but I allow I 
drawn blood any how, for see his hand at his ear I Oh, 
if rd on'y got another load, now ! " 

The ruffian had reeled in his saddle, but kept on. 

"I'll take your horse and follow himl" said I; 
and ran to the stable. Sad was the sight I saw, there. 
It was McClnre's faithful old hunter, weltering in hia 
own blood ! The treacherous guest had hamstrung 
him, in order, doubtless, that he might not aid us in a 
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parsuit. As I nuhed ont to inform the old man, I 
found him re-loading ; but the fugitiye had disappeared 
around a bend in the road. The dame, in the doorway, 
looked the imbodiment of blank despair. 

"^GoodGodl" criedl, ''ShaU he escape us? The 
dastardly wretch has hamstrung your horse, and we 
have no means of following him ! '' 

^^ Hamstrung my boss?" cried McClure, in con- 
sternation : ^ ye don't say I " and he started in a hurry 
for the bam. 

**0h, lard, lard, lardl" almost shrieked my 
wdHhy hostess; **poor Billy, p#or Billy!" and with 
many a piteous repetition of their favorite animal's 
name, she started immediately to follow her old man ; 
but, suddenly recollecting herself^ turned abruptly and 
re-entered the house. 

My own impulse was to pursue the rpbber, on foot, 
in the desperate hope of keeping track of him, and ob- 
taining some clue to his destination, but a second 
thought satisfied me that the efibrt would be worse 
than useless. No one, alas ! knew better than I, how 
swift a nag he rode, and it was not at all likely that 
the rascal rider would slacken his pace until he had 
put miles between us. My beautiful horse, my tried 
friend, my gentle Jack ! was I never to see him again ? 
And thou, too, sweet morsel of humanity, my pretty 
Waifwood I what was to become of thee ? Oh, how I 
wished that I had Wakeelah, there and then, within 
my grasp ! And at the thought, my fingers clutched 
the air with nervous energy, as if the villain's throat 
were there. 

What was to be done ? The nearest residence of 
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any aocoimt, as I bad heard, was Wrigbf b, three 
miles away; a long distance to go for help in a 
ease like mine; bat there was no altematiye. Cale, 
of course, would be as eager as myself to raise a 
company to scoor the country aroand in quest of the 
fagitive thief^ and, I doubted not, his &ther, and 
other neighbors, would be willing to give the pur- 
suit all reasonable aid; for as I have before inti- 
mated, the depredations of horse-thieves had^ become 
so serious in Georgia, that the planters were anxious 
to execute summary justice upon them with their own 
hands. •" * 

But first, I must let McKJlure know my purpose* I 
found him in the stable, binding- up the gaping wounds 
in the legs of the poor brute, which prostrate upon 
its side, was regarding him with the piteous look with 
which dumb beasts, when sorely hurt, appeal to our 
feelings more eloquently than any human being can, be 
his sufferings never so bad. 

McClure alternately vented his tender sympathy 
for the poor creature in the most loving terms, and 
iterated imprecations upon the head of the unfeeling 
miscreant who had done this deed. 

He warmly approved my purpose, and directed me 
how to find Wright's house. 

**I would go wi* yer. Major," said he, "but how 
kin I desert this yere poor critter? Look ye, how 
his eyes plead wi' me not to leave him I God forgive 
me, but d'ye know. Major, I think that poor dumb 
critter 's got a soul? See how he licks my hand I 
Oh, my poor Billy, my poor Billy I Good nag, good 
nag ! " Then dashing a tear firom his eye, he added 
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Sternly. *^ May €rod smite the heart of him that's done 
this yere butchery upon ye I " 

I felt sorry for both the horse and his master ; but 
had no time to indulge my sympathy, and after a 
brief inquiry into the sick woman's condition, (which I 
found still improyingi). I honied off to Wright's. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THB PirBBiriT. 

Swollen by the rain of the preTioiu night, the 
narrow creek was roshing.on — a turbid, angry torrenti 
chafing like an imtameA steed ; and before I could cross, 
the girth of the firail bridge, which saddled it, gave 
. way, and was swept down the current. Then I was in 
^^ a pretty fix,'* and I fear the expletive I uttered was 
neither ^^ brave, polite nor wise," as our copy-slips used 
to say. There was no bridge, now, ^ndthin two miles, 
and before I could reach the nearest, it too, migh have 
shared the fiite of the other. In vain I looked up and 
down the bank in quest of a skifi^ canoe, or dugout, 
(a boat made from the hollow trunk of a tree ;) there 
was not so much as a brace of planks to make a raft 
of; but cross I must, if I would accomplish anything, 
and cross I determined I would. 

If I were only on the back of my lost steed, (bad 
luck to the rascal who had usurped my seat I) how 
quickly would he carry me to the fiirther bank; for he 
had forded maqy a stream with me ; some of them as 
rough as this. Now, there was no recourse fop me but 
to plunge in, as Cassius did, when Caosar dared him at 
the shore of angry Tiber — a contest worthy by the 
way, of imitation by our modem duelists. 
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Unlike the Roman Bwimmers however, I did not 
plunge in, ** accoutred aa^I was : " I thought too much 
of the comfort of dry clothing when I should reach the 
the other side: so divesting myself of my garments, I 
Becured them in a parcel to my head, entered the 
creek, and striking out manfully, in two or three 
minutes attained the further bank, four or five rods 
below the point from which I had started. Resuming 
my apparel hastily, I ran up 'to the bridge road, and 
pushed forward to Wright's plantation, as rapidly as I 
could over a route so muddy and full of gullies. 

The great artist the sun, was Just peeping from his 
door in the eastern horizon, and gilding with his 
golden glances the shocks of yellow com standing in . 
the immense field through which my route lay; the 
atmosphere purified by the late storm, .was like nectar 
to the taste ; and the healthy glow, produced by my 
swim, so added to my strength, that, despite the rough- 
ness of the way, I should have enjoyed it, maugre the 
untoward circumstances ; and did, perhaps, for I was 
buoyant at that period of my life, though *' a sadder if 
. not a wiser man," now. 

Presently, I came to groups of small log cabins, 
with a little patch of cultivated ground to each, and 
here and there a negro emerging from the door with 
a mouth wide open either with laughter or a yawn. A 
spiral column of smoke from each mud chinmey (they 
were all built upon the outside of the houses,) was a 
sign that the morning meal was already preparing. 
Further on, I met young Wright, who unable to re- ' 
strain his impatience, had started from his home to 
return to McClure's cabin. 
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*' GraciaoB powers ! *' he ezolaimed, wheu he recog- 
nized me a little way ofi^ ^> what haa happened ? " He 
oame up to me as he spoke, looking quite pale» and 
took my hand. ^^ Is she dead ? '* he gasped. 

I told him to rejoice, for La was better ; at which 
he thanked God, and begged to know what had oo- 
corred to send me forth so early, a^d afoot. I answered 
him with the facts, and it was cuiioos to observe in his 
ingenaons countenance,^the different emotions which 
my statement inspired. 

^ Can we raise a posse to follow the villain and hunt 
him down ? "' was my inquiry, when my relation was 
ended. ''Talk quick,'* I added, perceiving that he 
hesitated to reply, '' we have not a moment to spare.'' 

''I confess," said he, ''that I am embarrassed and 
nndecided what to advise. If we call others to our aid, 
it will lead, Fm afraid, to the discovery of our secret^ 
and that would ruin me and Lu." 

"I see," said I, "Your point &ive you a good 
horse, sure-footed and fast? " 

"There are two in the stable," he replied. 

" That will do," said L " Saddle them as speedily 
as possible, and together we will hunt up the rob- 
ber." 

"Agreed," he replied, "if he's above ground well 
find him!" 

" Fm not so certain of that," I rejoined ; " the 
heart of this Cherokee country abounds in hiding 
places and fastnesses. I have already sent to the War 
Department a communication in regard to them, with 
a view to the use that might be made of them by the 
Indians in case they should resist the proposed expul- 
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Bion: and my informatioii was based upon personal 
knowledge lately gained of the localities." 

^* That knowledge will help you in this emergency,'' 
said Gale. '' TU get Sam to saddle the horses. That's 
our house yonder ; will you come in ? " 

^Thank you, no; it would only delay us, and I have 
lost too much 'time already. Are your horses used to 
the creek ? We shall have to ford it : the- flood has 
carried away the bridge^" 

^I feared it," said he, when I crossed it, coming 
home ; it shook so. How did you get over, sir ? " 

^* Stripped to the bufi^ and swum it I " I replied. 

*^ Is it possible ? " said he, surprised. ^ Well, then 
I will risk the horses." 

He went away, and in a few minutes came again, 
riding a sorrel, and leading a flne young black Morgan, 
I immediately mounted and we rode off at a brisk trot. 

**Fye left word with our stable-boy, Sam, which 
win account for this niove, to my mother and father. 
The/Il think that Fve gone widi a friend and Major 
McClure, on a hunt after Lu." 

We reached the creek, shortly, and urged our 
steeds into the water. It was so swift and noisy, that 
they were loth to enter, but with a snuut blow from 
my open hand upon the flank of the animal I rode, I 
impelled him forward ; and, Cale imitating my example, 
our beasts carried us oyer in safety. 
. On arriving at McClure's, we found the dame, with 
a sad countenance preparing breakfast. Gale's first 
inquiry was after Lu. *' Oh, she was much better," the 
hostess said. In a few moments, her husband came in 
from the bam, and gave us an account of the present 
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oondition of poor Billy. Then we sat down at. the 
good woman^s table to swallow hastily a few month- 
fidls before starting : she meantime cramming my sad- 
dle-bags with ^* lunches for six." 

*^ Haint La said nothin\ yet, wife ? " inquired the 
old man, who had no appetite to eat 

^Not a word out of her mouth ; '* she r^ed ^bnt 
he can sit up ; though she looks kind o' wild." 

As she spoke, a wan, ghostrlike creature, clad all iu 
white, glided into the room, and sat. in the chair which 
had been placed lor our host at the table.. It was Lu^ 
herself. *I do not know that. I was ever uncommonly 
neryous, but I felt then, that I-tumed pale. Cale was 
as white as a sheet. 

^ Good GodI " he ejaculated in a low tone, as if to 
himself^ ** how changed 1 " 

I could not recognise any alteration, as I had not 
seen her before the previoua night, but there was in 
her vacant eyes and general esgptression, something so 
strange and unnatural, that I could easily conceive that 
a most extraordinary change had occurred in her ap- 
pearance, since they had seen her well and m, her right 
mind. 

Without heeding us, she began to eat ^th avidity, 
and took a long draught of die cold Bpting water. 
^My dear Lu," said Cale, regarding her tenderly, 
"don't you know me?" She made no reply, but 
continued her repast — ^the first, perhaps, that she ha^ 
had for — we did not know how long. **Lu, child I " 
cried the dame, raising her voice, " Cale Wright is 
speaking to ye I " Still there was no response cither 
by wO];d or look. The old man rose, then, from, the 
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chimney coiner, where he was sitting, and laying his 
hand gently upon the unfortunate girl's shoulder re- 
peated her name. She turned her face up to his, in re- 
sponse to his touoh, but so expressionless was her look, 
that McClure exclaimed involuntarily, ^^She don't 
know me ; her mind is clean gone^ dean gone I " 

As he spoke, she arose and glided away as noise- 
lessly as she had come. Ml eyes foQowed her retiring 
form. 

^ She is harmless, though, poor thing ! ^ sighed the 
dame, and went into the apartment to which Lu had 
retreated. 

" Wife," said MoCJhxre, " won't yer see if she don't 
want suthin' more to eat! Fm afeerd I scared her 
away." 

Poor Cale — ^I pitied him — ^rose from the table, and 
with quivering lips begged the old man to take good 
care of her until his return. 

** Of course I shall ; and as long as I live, if need 
be, youngster I " replied my host, '^for d'ye see, thar*s 
no livin' bein', Fm thinkin', that loves that yere poor 
gal better'n I do." Cale squeezed the old man's hand, 
and I think a tear dropped upon it, as he murmured, 
•* God bless youl" 

Then we mounted our horses, and rode quickly 
away, over the road taken by Wakeelah : the same by 
which I had come, the night previous. 



CHAPTER Vm 

THX SLAYX-CATGHBB, 

Ottb ride was not marked by anTthing of interest 
until we came to the prostrate Titan of the forest, at 
the base of which La had received a portion of the 
electric shock. After examining it a moment, we 
passed on as well as we could over a path obstructed 
by fragments of trees. 

"At the next cabin, we can get a blood-hound 
that'll track the robber to the world's end, if he's kept 
on the scent. That is to say, if he's as sharp on the 
track of white men as he is after runaway slaves," re- 
marked Wright, after we had ridden a mile or so 
further, and slackened our pace a little. 

"I remember the hut very well," I rejoined. "A 
congenial place for such an animal ! a hospitable roof^ 
with an old withered beldame, and her daughter, and 
half a score of young whelps of the same species ; is 
it not?" 

He answered affirmatively; "That's Jake Ward's 
house : he owns an excellent blood-hound, which is his 
only support. Whenever a nigger runs away, Jake 
and his hound are called into requisition, to track and 
take him." 

"I guess he was not at home last night," said I, 
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« 

^ or his women would not have heen so timid at my 
appearance : I called there for information, on my way 
to McClure's, but saw neither man nor dog.'* 

" It's jist as well, perhaps, that you did'nt," said 
Cale : ** for in that case, your reception might have 
been even less pleasant than it was — ^I don't consider 
him a safe man, and his hound has an appetite for 
human flesh, sooiewhat dangerous even to his friends, 
after a long abstinence. Still the dog would be inval- 
uable to us, if once on the track of Wakeelah." 

" But," said I, ** has this fellow no other employ- 
ment than that of hunting runaway negroes ? " 

** Not as I know of," was the reply. " Jake Ward, 
belongs to a class of what our niggers apUy call *poor 
white folks,' by which they mean such of our people 
as own neither slaves nor land, and are little better 
than paupers. He is more respected than many others, 
perhaps, for his profession as slave-catcher makes them 
fear him. Indeed, they whisper harder things of him ; 
* and on such a night as last night was, they will huddle 
around the fire in their cabins, and, trembling at the 
howling of the storm, tell such stories about Jake 
Ward, as would make him out to be little less than a 
fiend incarnate ; but I really believe the devil is not so 
black as he's painted." 

^A pleasant companion this, for our long lidel" 
said I, smiling. 

** Oh, we wont have him, along," rejoined Wright ; 
he might betray me. I was thinking we could bor- 
row his hound upon promising liberal payment." 

*^Bat the four-legged brute is no more amiable 
than the^ two-legged one, you say; then how can we 
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manage him ?'' I aikedt aa we emerged npoii an open- 
ing ; scaring up, as we did so, a brace of wild ioiw 
keys. 

^If Jake would go bat &r enough with as to pat 
OS on the track,** he began to say, but I interropted 
him, with ^Hold opl I coold swear that was the 
stamp of my Jackl" and dismoonting, with a hand 
still on the bridle, I walked back a step or two, and ex- 
amined the imprint of a hoo^ in a red clayey spot in 
the road. ^ Look here,** said I, direotiag his attri- 
tion to it» ^my horse has left his signatare here as 
plain as oyer Paddy made his mark. Him foot is aa 
small as a lady's, and aa handsome. Keep your eyes 
opeq for tracks like this I Fortunately fbr us, the nun 
has softened the road, and we shall thus be enabled to 
trace the thief for some little distance further, at any- 
rate.** 

Resuming our trot again, we passed throu^ a 
piney barren, remarkable only for innumerable littlo 
sand-hills, under which were the burrows of a commu- 
nity o£ ^ gophers.*' Some of these land turtles (whose 
dii^y brown shells, if scooped out, woidd have seryed 
pretty well for head pieces <x hemlets for men-at-arms,) 
were sculling about in quest of their morning meal of 
herbs, while others, at the port-holes of their subter- 
ranean dwellings, basked in the sun which shone freely 
through the sparse and stunted trees. These the storm 
had spared — ^passing on to a loftier quarry. Here,* 
thought I, we have two types of human life. The as- 
piring birds, and squirrels, that built their nesta in the 
high boughs of yonder giants of the wood, are home- 
less now; their bage supports laid low by the mocking 
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Storm: they remind me of the amhitioos and proud, in 
Booiety, whom the blasts of adversity lay low, and 
whose fall is all the harder beoause from a dizzy height ; 
bqt tlneae poor gofik&rs^ oontented with thor humble 
basements in thistfbarren, with no higher mouuments 
than theae little moimds of sand, and no loftier columns 
than th^c^ dwarl-pines, they correspond to the deni- 
zens of earth, whose lowly sphere in life is passed un- 
noticed and onluumed by the stonna which level high 
estates* 

As thus I mused, we left; the barriui behind us, and 
ascended the highland, down which the mountain tor- 
rent rushed to the gorge through which it passed, and 
formed the creek that watered the plantations of 
Wright and Morlis. 

Reaching a plat of tall grass — a verdant area shut 
in by beach-trees, red-oaks, and hickories,— to breathe 
our horses, my companion attracted my attention to an 
object under the broad spacious canopy of a magnolia 
'tree, whose mossy base was washed by the spaikling 
stream. It was a fine young deer, imbibing his morn- 
ing draught of '' Adam's ale,'' — ^afar more invigorating 
tonic than the ante-breakfast dram of those bi-pedal 
bucks who begin the day with bitters and soda-water. 
The beautiful brown browser of the wood demon- 
strated immediately how well it agreed with his mus- 
cles, by bounding, as soon as he caught sight of us, 
across the run, and charging up the rocky ravine — 
only pausing a moment on the top of a huge boulder 
(which overhung the torrent, a little higher up,) to 
take a parting look at us, intruders into his forest 
haunt. Landseer, or our own Hinckley, should have 
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seen him, as lie stood upon that big rock, his fine head, 
from which the aatlers had jast sprouted, turned back, 
and his large dark ejes gazing intently towards us. 
He remained but an instant, then plunged into the 
thicket, and we saw him no more. % 

Our horses, annoyed by, the flies which had fol- 
lowed them from the sand-barren, wete now pawing 
the hickory nuts, and other mast which covered the 
ground, impatient to moTC on, and amid the gibbering 
of countless squirrels, red, white, gray and black, we 
resumed the road. . 



CHAPTER IX. 

JAKX WABD. 

Thb son Bhining brightly into the forest, which 
grew less thickly wooded as we approached Ward's 
oaVln, illuminated with its rays what little parti-<!olored 
foliage the storm had spared — ^making beautiful trans- 
parencies of the deep crimson leaves of the black-jack, 
the unber-colored maple and the golden bee-gum. An 
infinite number like them, of many dyes, not quite so 
bright, but spio-span dean, carpeted the forest and the 
road we travelled, with a patchwork more lovely than 
the most elaborate mosaic. 

If our horses had been shod with felt^ as Lear ad- 
vises in the play, we could not have stolen upon Jake 
more quietly. The rabbits that flitted like shadows 
across the road and dissappeared in the thicket; the 
mottled snake that wriggled out of our track, like a 
streak; the diamond-eyed lizards that slid from the 
sunny log in the path, at our approach, were not more 
noiseless than the footsteps of our horses upon that 
thicl^ carpet of dank leaves. We might have ridden 
up to the very door of the slave-hunter's cabin without 
the knowledge of its inmates, but the blood*hound, 
within, scented us while we were yet some distance 
away, and we heard him fiercely challenge our approach* 
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Wright rode up alongside the rough door, and, 
without dismounting, gave it a double knook with the 
butt of his whip ; then called the occupant bj name. 

^^Wall, wall!'' said a coarse, loud voice within, 
^^Yer need'nt make sitch an ill-fired to^o: I aint 
deaf! " Then in a lower, but still less amiable tone, 
^' Te ole catamaran, oping that yere door, 'fore I pitdi 
this yere skillet at yer ! " 

At this summary ^^open sesame" by the Hassarao 
of the cave, the portal instantly opened and the Witch 
of Endor — ^I beg her pardon! I mean Jake's wife's 
mother, confronted us. Her shrivelled face set off by 
a dirty nightcap, was still further embellished with a 
short pipe, emitting a most diabolical smelL The 
upper portion of her interesting person, including her 
head, was curved like the top half of the letter S., and 
dad in a short night-gown, the sequel to which was a 
brief petticoat of sorry patchwork. 

^' Stan' out o' my daylight, an' lemme see who they 
be, will yer ! " shouted Jake, who was sitting in the 
chimney comer, as cross as a bear with a sore head. 
Always ruffianly, he was more savage than usual now, 
for afl we soon learnt^ he had been bruised by a £EJling 
limb, on his way home, through the storm. 

"It is me--Cale Wright — ^you know me, Jake," 
said my companion ; " I have a job for you." The dog 
now began to bark again, and got the skillet for his 
pains. Then there was a discord of childish voices. 

" Suke, ef yer don't keep them ere brats o' youm 
quiet, in thar, Fli chop their iltfired heads off shorter'n 
a ohiekings!" iterated the lord and master of the 
mansion, with a bitter curse — a piquant sauce with 
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wbich everytMng he uttered was so highly seasoned, 
that it WHS a wonder it did not hiister his foul tongue. 

"^ Ton Ry I " screeched a female voice, not at all 
like Malibran'Sy " don't yer hear yer father swar' he'll 
take yer head o£^ ef yer don't stop them ere childem's 
racket." 

^ Stop it ! '* roared Jake, with all his might ; in- his 
fury shaking both fists at his wife — another witch, a 
little straighter and yoimger than the first. *^ You git 
xne some breakfast, or thar'll be a funeral soon I " Then 
addressing us more blandly, he began a most elaborate 
self-condemnation, piece by piece, beginning with his 
eyes, and ending with his intestines, all of which he 
ruthlessly conMgned to a locality the most obnoxious 
possible to any christian gentleman: giving us to 
imderstand, at the same time, that he had married be- 
neath him, and had led a dog's life ever since. He was 
sorry he had no breakfiast to offer us, for he knew as 
well as the next man what was expected of the hospi- 
tality of a Southern gentleman ; but '' he allowed he 
done as much as any fellow could " with such a woman 
as he had to preside over his household. ^ Howsever, 
genTmun, light and come in. That condemned storm 
last night has dis^iabled me. I'm nearly kilt; but 
who cares, drol^'em?" and here he scowled his fore- 
head at his wife, who was cutting pork middlings into 
a spider at the fire. '^Tie yer bosses to that ere 
stake, and come in." Adding, by way of making us 
more at ease, an affectionate objurgation against our 
eyes, as he had before against his own, and swearing 
we should drink whiskey with him. 

I wanted hia help too badly to think it proper to 
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show the disgust I felt for him, and so led the way 
into the house. It was a very oommoa log cabin, in 
two compartments, like McClure's, but not near as 
large and comfortable. In the kitchen there were 
sleeping accommodations (if they could be called such,) 
for Jake and his wife and her mother : the children 
seeming to monopolize the inner chamber, for they 
wece aH there, spying at us through the chinka in the 
rude partition. 

The blood-hound — a full, flap-eared, wide^shapped 
animal, white where it was not tan-colored — growled 
ominously as we crossed the threshold, and would have 
sprung at me, but a blow and a word from his master 
(to whose feet he then crawled,) cowed him,'and he did 
nothing more to evince his dislike than to cast furtive 
glances at us from hia great red eyes. 

^ Helkite I " said Jake to the old witch who stood 
staring at us, with her hands behind her, ^ git the 
whiskey.'* 

" Yis, yis, yis I ** rejoined she, eagerly and went to 
a sort of cupboard. 

Jake was rather a large-boned man, with very 
small light gray eyes, tolerably regular features, a red 
whiskerless face, and a shock of chestnut hur, cut by 
pumpkin measure — a tonsorial triumph due to Ry 
(Maria) his eldest daughter, who commonly achieved 
it once a month, by pladng upon the paternal head 
half of a pumpkin, (scooped out and dried for the pur- 
pose,) and cutting off any locks of hair growing below 
the rim of it. He was in his shirt, and a pair of coarse 
heavy trowsers, tanned yellow-brown with a decoction 
of hickory bark; to which, by the way, most of 



JAKJB WABDft 69 

If 

the clothing in that region of the ooontry was indebted - 
for its color. 

The room had no wainscoting, nor any other wood- 
work than the logs of which it was composed. There 
were a deal table, two or three old rush-bottomed chairs 
nearly minus the rushes, two whiskey-kegs for seats 
and a barrel to cut Iftioon and tend the baby on. Over 
the large clay fire-place, hxmfit a cheap colored print of 
a personage with high cheek bones, a corrugated brow 
and hair standing on end like the quills of the fretful 
porcupine. '^That's John 0. Calhoun, of South 
Carolina, the gteatest. man which ever lived," said 
Jake, seeing me glance at the picture : ^^ an' tother am 
another ccmdemnashing peert ehap in his way : that's 
Gibbs the pirate. But here's ole spitfire with the 
liquor I Here's to State Rights," he continued after 
he had turned some whiskey into tin cups and raised 
one, nearly full of the corrosive fluid, to his bloated 
lips, ^^ State rights, and all the Wrights I Ha, ha, haw, 
haw I" 

While this interesting specimen of humanity was 
choking with a gufiaw^ which would come up while 
the whiskey was on its way down^ the old woman, who 
had been looking on very enviously, observing that I 
declined to drink, hastily seized in her long talons the 
cup which had been set for me, and swaUowed its con- 
tents, unse^ by her affectionate son-iu-law. 

As soon as the war between the contending forces 
in his throat would alloWhim to get breath, Jake be^ 
gan by cursing his eyes again, and swearing that at 
gittin' off a good thing, he allowed there was no man 
went afore him. Then seeing my companion's untasted 
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cap half full, he took it up ; remarkiDg, ** Why, Cale, 
yer don't despise sitch whiskey as this yere, do yer? 
You hidnt drank it half way upl Ter friend here 
(what's his name ?) has tost his off like a man." 

"I reck'n I'll jist wet my lips with it, Jakey, 
dear!" said his mother-in-law, wheedUngly, and ex- 
tending her claw. 

" Don't make a beast o* yerself, mammy I " cried 
his wife, setting down the snuff into which she was 
dipping, while frying the bacon, and rising from her. 
sqnattLDg posture, to take the cup from her husband, 
^ your lips, drot 'em 1 soak up whiskey like a sponge I " 

**• 'Norder that thar may'nt be no squabbing 'tween 
you two, here goes the cause on't ! " said Jake gravely, 
and gulped down the contents of the cup. ^' Now," 
added he, with the air of a judge resolved upon the 
rigid execution of a most righteous sentence, ^' don't 
let either on yer take a drap o' whiskey fur a hull 
month. I've said it^ and what 'I say I'll stick to." 
Then warming with ^virtuous indignation, as he de- 
tected discontented looks exchanged between the two 
women, he swore an oath of a very complicated and 
fiery construction, involving the probable perdition of 
two souls, at least ; and bade them have a care, or he 
should lose his temper. He would be master in hiji 
own house, Ac. 

^^ Gail Ry here," he iterated in a commanding tone 
to his shrinking wife. 

^ She can't come," she responded, deprecatingly. 

"Why not?" demanded Jake, impatiently. 

" She aint fixed," was the reply. 

** Aint fixed? aint — : ! " (he blurted out the name 
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of a Teiy bad place,) then ahonted, *^ You Ry; yoQ 
oome here 1 '' 

*^Oh, the devil 1" exclaimed the girl, who had 
been listening to all that had passed : '* CanH yer wait 
a minute ? " 

^^ No ! " roared her irate papa, mad at having his 
anthority temporised with, no matter what the cause. 
^^ Come str^ght here, this yere instant ! " 

** Wall, here I am," said his daughter — ^a girl of 
sixteen— entering reluctantly, just as she had risen 
from her bed with the children on the floor in the 
other room, **Now, dad, what d'ye want in sitch an 
all-fired hurry?" 

Her discontented look changed to one half-coy, 
balf-defiant, as her glance met mine, and then averted 
to the floor. The sole garment she wore, only cover- 
ing a portion of a form rather taU for her age, revealed 
more folness and symmetry of bust and limb, than were 
to have been expected from the of&pring of such a 
mother. Indeed she resembled that amiable snuSdip- 
per mainly in her nose, the bone of which had a promi- 
nence, evidently a family feature on the maternal side. 
The same peculiarity characterized the sallow faces of 
some eight or nine other children, hej sisters; all 
younger than she, and tapering down in size from five 
to two feet high, as near as I could measure them with 
my eyes as they crowded mto the doorway between the 
two rooms, and stared at us. 

'^Hold up yer head, gal I " said Jake, imperiously. 
Obedient to command, she raised that matted tow 
institution, and turned a sallow and not over-clean 
countenance to her halfdrunken sire. ^^Yer look," 
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said he ^ uf ye*d stolen a 8heq>I Ye aiiit ashamed o' 
them legs, air ye ? " 

''Don't talk so, Jakel " said Mrs. Ward. ''Let her 
go and git her frock on.'' 

"Silence! " roared her husband, at the top of hia 
lungs: " or m make Rome howl 1 ** Then more gently 
to the girl, "Ry squat down here, and loosen a little 
this yere condemned rag on my hurt limb." 

Ry kneeled upon the hearth, with a blushing look 
at me, and proceeded to slaeken the bandage which 
girt the bruise. 

" Oh, oh, be monsus car'ful I " said Ward, wincing, 
and laying his rough hand upon her plump neck^ from 
which the coarse unbleached mUslih tunic hung too 
loosly to hide what it was intended to conceal : " Blast 
yer, be more car'ful 1 Oh dear, oh dear I it's a mighty 
bad hurt. I can't begin to go with yer, Gale, on ary 
trampoose to-day. Ry, gal, you must go : youll do as 
waU. Thar, thar, that'll do 1 Now go and rag up a 
little and take the houn' and go with these gen'tlmun." 

"Not till I get some breakfus^ though," sud she, 
and disappeared* 

I was not sorry, that we were not to hare his 
agreeable cotjgpaaij ; and as his assurance that the girl 
was about as keen on a scent as the dog itself, was 
corroborated by a report which Wright had often heard 
to the same effect, I offered no objection; only stipn* 
lating that she should swallow her breakfast and be 
off in a hurry. 

" That's my way," responded Jake with an oath, 
" and the gal takes arter me. Suke, air yer gwine to 
be forever gittin' breakfus'? Fy done my duty by 
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yer, yoa^d git a lickin'. Make haste, or FU skm ye 
alivel" 

In two minutes, the bacon and a dish of steaming 
hot colewort (better known as ^' long coUards,") were 
on the rough deal table, and Ry and her &ther eating 
voraciously, while the rest of the &mily looked greed- 
ily on. 

^^Thar^ll be a great sight o' that bacon left, fou 
By I " exclaimed her mother, reproachfully. 

^Tou take small mouthfuls, daddy I " was the in- 
dignant chime of another. 

^ By mighty 1'^ cried Jake, rising, red with rage, 
and condemning the ** immortal part of them" to 
everlasting perdition, *'who is master of this yere 
cabin? Is Jake Ward dead? Not if he knows 
bis-self 1 Jake's still alive and commands the ship.'' 

To repress my laughter, I turned to the hound 
which, sharing his master's ire or sympathizing in his 
excitement, was now barking furiously. 

**Down, Blood 1 down, down I say!" shouted 
Jake, and taking the dish of bacon from the table he 
set it before him on the floor. The animal made only 
two mouthfuls of it, and swallowed at a gulp a potato 
thrown to him by the same hand. 

^ Now," said he, with a spiteful curl of the lip, to 
his &mily, ^ yer may git yer break&st at dinner time." 



CHAPTER X. 

THE SLAYS^ATCHXS'b DAUGHTXB. 

** I BBGKOK Fm readj noufi'' said Ry, and called the 
hound out of the cabin. The only article of dress 
Tiflible upon the gLrly was a brown tow homespun frock 
extending a little below her knees. Her feet were 
bare, and on her little head she wore only a bright tin 
band to hold back her hay-colored hair. The fair 
reader must not infer, that this uncouth specimen of 
*her sex was altogether ugly. Her forehead was too 
low, her face to thin and sallow, and her nose too promi- 
nent; but her eye, though small, was a sparkling blue 
(or gray, I forget which ;) she had a pretty mouth and 
chin, a well-rounded arm, and a form so well developed 
by healthy exercise, that it must needs be elastic and 
graceful. To a remark of mine that she could not keep 
up with us, she replied, ** Can't I?'' and bounded 
away like a deer. 

As she ran, accompanied by the hound, she only 
lacked a quiver of arrows fkt her shoulder, and a bow 
in her hand, to remind one of Diana, the huntress. I 
must confess, however, that distance lent all the en- 
chantment: close to, Ry was no goddess. — Who is? 

" Yer may bet yer life on her," said Ward, looking 
after her complacently ; for notwithstanding he often 
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treated her with absolute bnitalitj, he was proud of 
this the eldest scion of his house and heart. ** She Mn 
run her mile in three minutes,- and knows every crook 
and sign in the woods, in all this yere region." 

His parting words followed us, for we were on the 
road again, at a brisk trot. We had lost the track of 
my stolen animal upon entering the sand barren, and 
the forest was so thickly strewn with autumnal leaves 
that he had left no print, possible to identify ; but on 
coming up to where Ry and ^^ Blood" awaited us, I 
saw in the soft, dark loam the hoof-prints of my faith- 
fulJack. 

The girl, and her father, had supposed that we were 
wanting the hound put upon the trail of an absconding 
slave, (as we had said nothing to the contrary,) and 
when I pointed to my horse's footmarks and told her 
that I wanted her to follow up that track, she exclaimed 
in surprise. 

^ Nen, the nigger cleared his-self Srhos-back, hey ? " 
Then added, with a wink and insinuating look at 
Wright, ^^ I reckon ye'll pay right smart ef I cotch the 
critter, too ? Tm orful on't fur a bettermost frock 1 " 

*^ ril promise to give you, in that case," said I, smil- 
ing, ^^ as gay a dress as can he found in MiUedgeville." 
"Willyer?" she exclaimed, joyfully clapping her 
hands together. ^ Real store caliker ? " 

^^Yes," said I, laughing; **and a red silk sash, 
with it." 

*^ By cracky I " she cried, and jumping up and down 
with gladness, *^ you're a hull team and a boss to let. 
I like you fus' rate." 

^^Thank you, sweet Diana," saidL 
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••That's a rale pretty name I ** she rejomed. 

**FI1 call 70a BO ; bat make haste and put the dog 
on fhat track,** said I. 

She whistled the hound to her, and pomted out to 
Urn, the mark to which I had called her attention. 
The sagacious animal smdt it carefolly* ^Seek 
him! " said IKana. At the word he started oS, with 
his nose to the earth ; baying to his young mistress to 
follow. 

**Oome on ! " she cried to us, as she trotted off be- 
^hind him. We were not slow to comply. Presently 
the road entered another wood, where we could not 
detect a track of any kind ; but the hound^s unerring 
instinet led him straight on, without pausing. It was 
a treat to see the buoyant step with which our Diana 
kept constantly in advance of us, without any apparent 
iktigue. A renomous snake, sunning himself in a warm 
spot in her path, sprang at her as she passed : I heard 
its terrible rattle, and trembled for her bare feet and 
Hmbs ; but she yaulted beyond his reach and went on 
unharmed ; leaying the baffled reptile to be trampled 
to death under our horse's hoofs. The hound, in his 
progress (his nose down constantly,) startled from its 
greenwood covert a noble buck ; and now, thinks I, 
our dog will leave his cold scent, and make » dash for 
the game in sight! But no; not be. Destiny is 
not more unerring than a blood-hound to the track 
he is started on: unless, indeed, he follow it to a 
stream or other body of water, and then he is at 
fkult ; as was ours when, after several hours spent in 
the chase, the road brought us to a small river 
known as the Nantahala, one of the sources of the 
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Tennessee. We fotmd Blood roiuung hither and tlutber 
on the bank, snofBng the earth ; evidently yerj maoh 
chagrined. 

Here, too, the bridge had been carried away by 
the temporary freshet. Daring the day, the wator had 
anbflided nearly to its nsoal depth, and we, on hone- 
back, could ford it in safety. Bat how was oar god- 
dess DiaiiA to get oyer? She offered either to wade 
or swim it, bat neither Cale nor I woold accede. As 
we stood at the river's edge, giving oar thirsty horses 
the only swallow of water they had had for several 
hoars (for we had not stopped at the Indian hats oa 
oar way, bat followed the dog implicitly) the athletic 
girl, who had been paddling her brown feet in 
the stream, with her hand apon the pommel of mj 
saddle, soddealy, almost before I was aware of it, 
sprang np in front of me, and laaghiogly, hade me 
bold on to her or she shoald pitch into the drink. 
Jnstmctivdiy my left ann en<»rcled her waist and held 
her dose, for as the foar-Iegged party to this doable 
load had his withers inclined towards the waiter, 
there was danger of her sliding over his head. Oale 
smiled and Diana gave vent to a borst of mem- 
meat, which bronght to her tanned comfdexion a 
flash of rose color. I thoaght of ^ the nat-brown 
maid," of the English ballad, and was tolerably re- 
aigned to my sitoation, in spite of the intrnding qaery 
which snggested itself^ ^^Will the brute carry as 
safe over?" 

"Never fear Black Morgan," said Wright, 
gnesdng my thoaght: "he is strong and nsed to 
fording. Ton go ahead, and I will follow with ithe 
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bonnd. If any accident happens. By can swim you 
know 1 '* 

** Don't mind me: Fm all rightl'' cried my Diana, 
eyidently well pleased with her seat. 

Our horses took to the river kindly, and walked 
into it nntil the water reached their flanks. ** I wont 
get my frock wet, ef tis an old one; would yer?" 
she said, and without waiting for a reply, pulled the 
scant skirt out of the way of the encroaching stream. 

** Now," said she, with a little laugh and coloring 
again, **giye me the lines and Til let the critter 
swim.** 

So we swum the current — Cale and the hound fol- 
lowing in our wake. I shall never forget (^* as long 
as memory holds her seat," half as well as By did hers,) 
that remarkable passage of the n3^ph and I across 
the Nantahala t 

Maugre the girPs ignorance and rough man- 
ners, I had conceived a certain sort of friendliness 
for her, and when our steed had domb the far- 
ther bank, where the road began at a piney wood, 
I benevolently told her she might keep her place a 
little longer if she chose. 

^* Aint you good ? '* she rejoined archly, and laugh- 
ing again. *^ Take your arm away, and let me jump 
down 1 I weigh a hundred and forty, and this pretty 
critter o' youm has enough to do to carry you alone. 
See, Blood is on the scent again I But who's that com- 
in' yonder ? " 

*^I can't see any one," said Cale. 

** Nor I neither, now," she rejoined, "but let me 
have a good look I " and she rose to her feet in her 
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pli|oe on the horse, and steadying herself with her left 
hand on mj head, gazed forward on the track now 
taken by the baying hound, through a vista of pines. 

^ It is a traveler on hos-back, comin' this way I " 
aaid she, and leaped lightly to the ground* 



# *^ 



OHAFTEB' XI. 

▲ VBBKOH OOFKT. 

Lf 1^ mmate or two, the stranger came in dight^ 
mounted on a white-footed bay, witha white star in his 
forehead. 

^' Shall we qaestion him?** asked Gale. 

^Perhaps so,** I replied. 

"He rides a pretty beast,'* I remarked, "but I 
don't like his marks." 

** Wall, now, ef that yere don't beat all 1 " cried Ry, 
who was walking by the side of Black Morgan : "I 
hope I may be shot, ef that aint onr Blood foUerin' at 
his heels 1 " 

"That is queer," said Gale. 

" I reckon he's got the ager," said Ry ; " he's got a 
handkercher over his chops." 

. In two or three minutes more, we met the stranger 
face to face. He had a foreign look, gray hair under 
a broad-brimmed Panama hat, a white moustache, a 
pair of gold-bowed spectacles and a green broadcloaih 
n-ock, mounted with black silk frogs and a profusion^ 
of braid. Upon the little finger of his rein hand, 
glistened a valuable diamond ring. He was the first 
to salute. 

"Bon jour, gentib-honmies I " said he, blandly. 



toaching hifl hat, and bowing nnt^his noea nearfy 
toached bis horse's mane. 

**Oood morning, sirl " I responded; and willing 
to air mj French a'litUe, added, — ^^'11 est vn htaii 
tempal" 

<«OhoI " he exclaimed, with % dung t^ |hg abMl- 
ders ; ^ Monsieur speaks de Freooh ? " 

" Un !»«,*• I rejoined. 9 

^Saorel'' he ezdaimed, raising his hand t^ Ui 
fiioe, ^ dis what yon oall ague make my jaw shake so^ 
I can hardly prononce my own langwarah I Moo ami 
Tin pardomiea moi if I speaks P Anglais, Ma foii I 
tink yon comprenes mon Anglais much petler dw I 
onderstand your French; ahal Whoa, back, baokl^ 

This command was addressed to his jaded hoTBCi 
which had approached me with a whinner, and now 
rubbed his nose against my hand. 

^ I tink him 'fraid of dat manvais chien— le diable, 
de dog t ** sttd he, and venting an oath npon the steed, 
whose onrioos action attracting the notice of my oaor 
panions, he jerked the bridle violently and tnnang its 
head to pass ns, thrust his spurs into its swealing 
ddes. Oalled by the prick, the animal gaare % leap 
which unhatted the Monsienr, and nearly sent him 
over its head; but he was a good rider and saved hni- 
self in time. Fortunately, his hat was secured to a 
buttcm hole by a string. In the meantime. Blood was 
. in a high state of excitement, and looked as if he would 
spring to the saddle. Again the stranger applied both 
whip and spur. Aggravated beyond endnranoe, hia 
hofse gave another leap, and with the hound at hia 
heels, darted forward like lightning, over the eoad by 
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which we had c^e. It was evident that Mondeur 
had found more than his match, now. 

Anxious to see whether he wonld obtain the mas- 
tery before reaching the rather abrupt bank of the 
river to which the road conducted, we turned back 
and followed them at a smart pace ; my heathen god- 
dess outstripping us by running. 

^He'U drown him in the river I'' shouted Cale 
tom^. 

^ Unless he*s a swimmer," sud L 

Onward the fugitive flew like a deer: the fleet 
hound followed hard upon. Almost as swift went 
^ cutty sark: " then came Wright and I, toiling after, 
at a round trot. It was a scene for the author of 
"JohnGOpin." 

The river is at hand ; the desperate horse is msh- 
ing.for it like a streakl he is at the brink! now for a 
plunge I No : on the very margin of the steep bank, 
.he stops abruptly, and stands stock-still, with his fore- 
feet planted on the verge, ofiering a firm resistance to 
his own momentum* The rider, not having any such 
brace, is pitched incontinently, dear into the current 
head^^rst, and comes up snorting and splurging to 
the surface, to the infinite amazement of an old Chero- 
kee who is floating down with a canoe-load of veniscm 
and river-ducks. 

Ry's vociferous laughter, as she stands upon the 
bank, peals through the forest and reverberates up and 
down the sequestered river. Cale and I arrived in 
time to see the Indian help the unlucky adventurer 
into his canoe, safe from a watery grave, and the teeth 
of the persistent canine pursuer. 
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With a volley of wrath, the rescued man drew a 
pistol firom his pocket and discharged two barrels at 
the unfortimate hound, with fatal effect. Poor Blood ! 
With one loud, prolonged yelp, that was echoed &t 
and near, (as if the river were lined with dying dogs,) 
he sank to rise no more. 

Then, Ry's merriment was changed to wailing and 
gnashing of teeth, with the addition of what is called, 
in Congress, strong language; as she saw the mur- 
derer float safely away down the river in the canoe 
(to whose owner he had probably promised liberal 
compensation,) and disappear around a neighboring 
bend. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

'tHB STOLHir fiOBBH. 

Mt attention was now ooonpied with the hone 
who had been the oanae of the Frenohmaa's discom- 
fortore. There was not a dry hair on him: he breathed 
short and hard, and trembled like a nervoas woman : 
all of whioh was not strange in a finely strong animal 
of his spedes ; bat what made me wonder, was, that 
he should come directly to me as soon as I rode np to 
the bank, and with a whinner, almost plaintive, mb 
his white-starred head against my leg, in the most 
affectionate and joyful mai\ner that a horse is capable 
of using. 

As I was not aware of possessing any of that mya- 
terious affinity, or influence, by which about one per- 
son in a million, is said to attract the love of a horse to 
him at first sight, I was for a few moments at a loss to 
divine the cause in the present case. 

" Do you see," said I to Wright, "how this horse 
takes to me?"' 

" AJnt it your own ? " he rejoined. ** The horse- 
thieves are very successful in altering the looks of the 
beasts they steal ; and this one looks as if his mane and 
tail had been newly trimmed." 

He had no sooner suggested the idea, than the 
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whole tnith flashed upon me ;• this was no other than 
my dear Jack, so thoroughly disguised that his 
own mother wouldn't have known him, unless hy 
instinct, which in many rejects is more reliable than 



«« My poor girl,** said I, to our sorrowing companion, 
^*I have found my horse ; now dry your tears, and we 
will try to compensate your jbther for his dog." 

**Ef yer don't," said she, ^* he'll make Rome howl, 
(as he calls it,) at hum." 

*^Be good enough to dip this handkerchief of mine 
in the river and bring it to me ; I want^ wash off this 
white mark, here." 

She complied with all reasonable alacrity, and re- 
turning with the saturated rag, applied it with a wiQ 
to the forehead of poor Jack, who, with all the docility 
of a sitter in a barber's chair, quietly submitted to the 
champooning. 

By was a good torubber, and having in a few 
minutes, removed the paint from my beast's head, she 
proceeded to perform the same good office for his feet. 
8he would have made an excellent groom. 

While Ry was tlius usefully employed, Wright and 
I were conversing about the supposed Frenchman, the 
horse and the child. After we had talked a little, he 
put to me the question. 

**Did it occur to you, when face to face with him, 
that you had seen him before ? " 

'^Now you mention it," I replied '^such an im- 
pression did occur to me ; but I couldn't place him. 
(That is, I couldn't say when or where I had seen him.) 
He looked like a French professor." 



86 WAIVWOOD* 

^'Can you think of no one tb&t he resembled?" 
said Cale, with a look of intelligence. 

" Slightly," I replied, " if you will pardon me 1 To 
be candid with you, my firiend, he looked a little like 
yourselfl" 

**TPon my word,** he rejoined, a flush of color 
mounting to his pale countenance, ^^ you do me infinite 
honor t ^ Rather say he reminds you of the Cherokee, 
Wakeelahl" 

**By the lord Harry 1" I exdaimed, "you are 
right! And what theory is fiiirly deducible from 
this?'* 

'^That the Frenchman and the Cherokee are one 
and the same person," he replied. 

" Est possible I " murmured I, mimicking Mon- 
sieur's tone and shrug. 

" It is even possible that yonder rogne is the noto« 
rious Murrell, himself" added Cale, 

" You don't say so I ** cried Ry, who had now fin- 
ished her kind office for my horse ; " Wall now I wish 
I could jis' take a good long look at him 1 He's right 
smart, they say, and as brave as a lion ; and has broke 
out o' jail a dozen times or more ; but that's no excuse 
for his killin' our dog I " And then her countenance, 
which had beamed with all a woman's admiration for 
a fearless adventurer, became overcast agam. 

" Let us pursue and capture him at all hazards I " I 
exclaimed, ignoring every other consideration in my 
eagerness to bring to justice a wretch whose name had 
become a terror and by-word in every community, 
and upon every plantation, from the Ohio to the 
Gul£» 
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^ You forget the child I " said Cale to mo, reproach- 
folly, in a low tone, not andible to the girl. 

"Forgive me air," I replied, "I plead gnilty. I 
had, indeed, forgotten poor little Waifwood, as we 
call her." 

**But how to recover the poor thing?" said he 
** Certainly not by purening yonder horse-thief." 

"True," I rejoined, "but what course shall we 
take ? Had we the hound, now, we could put him on 
the 0oent and trace the course which the robber had 
followed before we encountered him returning i^ and in 
doing so, we should obtain, I think, some due to his 
disposal of your little one." 

" What, think you, was he taking the back track 
for? "/said Cale. 

" I guess he thought to obtain a passage for him- 
self and my horse down the river ; perhaps in the very 
boat which he is now in. Probably that old Indian 
lives somewhere hereabouts, and has a good under- 
standing with him. Quite likely, little Waifwood is 
in his cabin, with his old squaw, at this moment." 

" For God*s sake, then," said Wright, in a low but 
earnest tone, "let us find his hut while we yet have 
the light of day with us I And Major, you will keep 
my secret ? " — 

He paused a moment, and looked around at the 
girL She was out of ear-shot, having led my horse a 
little distance o£^ to a place where he could drink con- 
veniently. 

" I want to ask a great fiivor, and am rather deli- 
cate about putting the question, too I " he contmued, 
coloring dightly, and casting down his large blue eyes* 
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*^ Qnt with it P I exclaimed, UnfBy, '^anyHung in 
reason, cap V, as the green-hand said, when he declined 
to fnrl a topsail iq a Btorm." 

*' That girl, thar, most needs know presently that 
we are hunting up a lost child: you understand?*' 
aaid he, smootibing with tremdous hand the mane of 
the handsome beast he rode. I nodded assent 

^ For good reasons," he conti&ned, ^* as yon can well 
oonoeiTe, I don't want her or any one dee to know, 
that I am the &ther." 

Here Gale hesitated again, and manipulated the 
forelock of his «teed« 

** I comprehend," was my req>onse. 

^Bnt you see," said he, ''that somebody must 
dsum a right to the child, and if yon — if you" — he 
stammered again, 

'' Speak it," said I, '' Ry is ooming back." 

'' Well, as you have already had so mudi to do 
with the baby, I— I " — and here the poor fellow stuck 
again. 

I had to lau^ but restored his equanSmity by a 
few friendly words. 

*' I see how it is: you would hare me adopt little 
Waifwood as my own. Well, I am a bachelor, with- 
out famOy or friends in these parts, and I suppose 
the scandal, if any, wont hurt me. I have giyen it 
a name, and ought to accord it, perhaps, something 
better." 

He took my hand, and pressing it warmly, said 
with tremulous lips. 

''A thousand, thousand thanks, sirl It is a great 
service.*— * 
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"But not mudi of a responaibilitj,'' I inter- 
rupted, with a Bmile. ^ Say no more about it — ^here 
ifl our goddesfi, Dianai returned with the well-pleased 
Jack." 

It was, indeed, amusing to obsenre the joy of my 
quadrupedal friend at his restoration, and when he had 
almost pushed me from the back of Black Morgan and 
in a manner compelled me to get upon his own, his 
BstiafiMstion expelled all fiitigue from his symmetric^ 
limbe and he walked the leafy earth as buoyant and 
high-fi|nrited as if fresh from a week's furloughu Surely, 
if woman was ^God'sfirst^best giftto man,' the second 
best was the horsel 

^Dost know, O gentle Bianal" said I to the 
amiable Amazcxi, ^any cabin la this immediate vi- 
oinity?'» 

She shook her head, and reckoned we must be hard 
on to, or quite inside, the Tennessee line. 

^ Do you think you can keep the ran of my horse's 
tracks on the path the Frenchman was coming by, 
when we met him ? " 

**I can try," she replied, "but you don't say you're 
gwine any fmiher ? " 

^ Ton see," I replied, ^ that rascal has exchanged 
my saddle and bridle for these poor concerns. Now, 
probably he has a haunt, or refuge, not &r offl" 

" By mighty ! Fd guv a heap to see it," exclaimed 
Ry, ^^ praps we'll git thar time enough for supper. 
I'm's jist as keen set for suthing to eat as ever a poor 
mortal war 1" 

""We'll take a bite now;" said I, ""but it's the 
last of the lunches for six, put up for us by the good 
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Hni. McClure, and muBt be only a repetition of our 
noon-tide meal." 

The bread and baoon were aooordingly prodaced 
from Black Morgan's saddle-bags, and soon eaten np ; 
which achievement ended, the alimentitive Rj, who 
was the largest eater of the three, announced that she 
was all right and ready for the road again. 

When we had resumed the route by which Jack 
had returned to the river, the intelligent animal seemed 
to understand, that he was to show me where he had 
been taken to by his kidnapper, for when we were go- 
ing straight on by the stage road, he turned off at an 
obscure path, and seemed bent upon pursuing it. Ry 
ran forward along ^e by-way, to see, ^if she could, 
some sign that he had been over it before. In a few 
moments, she shouted that she had found his track. It 
was at the margin of a small, clear cold spring, which 
had made its bed at the foot of an immense cypress 
tree. Jack walked directiy up to it, and reached down 
his head to drink. Evidentiy he had had a taste of iUi 
quality before. But after us was manners, as Ry said, 
and the humans were served first, for the bacon had 
made us dry. 

Then I led the way up the wooded slope of one of 
the many lulls that compose the range of mountains 
dividing the tributaries of the Mississippi and the Gulf 
from those streams whose courses tend towards the 
Atlantic ocean. Lofty oaks, laden with acorns, and 
beech-trees plentifully strewing the ground under them 
with their own fruit, were the kinds of trees most com- 
mon here. Their towering branches were all alive 

with squirrels and twittering birds ; the trunks of the 

# 
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oldest, the indefatigable woM-pecker was knockiiigfor 
his diet of worms : here and there a wise old owl, a 
judge perhaps among the feathered denizens, dozed in 
his elevated station. XTow and then, a hog almost wild 
from its long-enjoyed franchise of the forest, and his 
feed of unctuous mast, and good fiit rattlesnakes, would 
make his appearance, only to utter a short, harsh grunt 
and run away agun. 

Presently, we came to a gay young streamlet, 
radng down, to join a fellow who was to meet and 
marry it, at some Gretna Green below. In the dark 
loam which it moistened as it passed, we saw the foot*, 
prints of birds and animals, of yarious kinds, and even 
the tracks of a bear or two. Obscure as it was, the 
rivulet had many fiiends, who would be sorry to 
lose it. 

Crossing this sparkling water, my horse led the 
way, followed by Black Morgan bearing Ry; while 
Wright and his steed brought up the rear : and, in this 
order, we threaded the upland wilderness in silence, 
broken only occasionally by a stave of some plantation 
song from the not unmusical throat of the damsel. It 
was a singularly picturesque path, and I took little 
notes of the waning daylight. At length, Wright 
shouted to me a question. Was I confident, that my 
horse was following any path, and not straying at 
random into the wilderness? Then, I. took a hard 
look ahead, and could not wonder that he doubted : 
it was now the gloaming, and so dusky that the eye 
could not detect any trace of a path. Still my good 
steed pressed forward with so firm a manner, that I 
resolved to trust to his sagacity. 
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So we went on, our " daboiu'* way illaminated pree- 
entlj by the rising moon. We reached, at last, more 
level ground, and a smaller growth of trees — bee-gum, 
black-jack and persimmon. The plum-like fruit of the 
latter, puekery as alum in the mouth, if not mellow- 
ripe, was now soft and sweet as honey, and in the 
leafless trees to whose twigs it adhered without a 
stem, we could see coons and possums feeding luxu- 
riously. 

^ Apossnm aint bad eatin',** said By: ^*ef dad was 
here, he'd shoot a few.'' 

««ril try a pbtol-shot at one of them, if you wish,** 
said L ^ The good people with whom we are to lodge 
to-night may be glad to get it." 

^ Don't fire 1 " cried the young Amaaon. ^ Let me 
trylFye hit a mark with a rifle, an' I reckon I Idn bring 
down one o' them critters." 

She blazed away at a gay young fellow, who sat 
perched like a squirrel, on a limb of a gum-tree, a few 
yards ofi^ eatii^ a cluster of persimmons, and coding 
his eye at the mo<m, which now appeared above the 
wood, her big, white orb beaming full upon him, with 
ne'er a wink to warn him of his periL He dropped 
first the persimmons, and then himself. In the flower 
of possum-hood, he {glL By was down as soon as he^ 
and the wildwood rang with her exultant laugh. 

*^ Dead as a door-nail I " said she, turning over the 
quarry with her foot ^' Here's yer shooter, Maje : now 
you try and beat that, ef yer kin! " 

She handed me the pistol as she spoke, and turned 
to take up her game ; but before she could lay hold of 
it, the possum up, and ran J True to his traditional in- 
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ttinet, his sadden decease had been only pretended; 
(Cardinal Rioheliea onoe played upon an enemy a similar 
mse :) and Cale and I could not help langhing heartily 
at Ry, as the possom send into his hole. 

**By the liyin' jingo I G^imme that yere shooter 
agin I ^ she ezdaimed, a little annoyed : ** I don't 
mind your loflSn, the least speck, bnt thar's an old coon 
np tfaar grimdn* at me rale hateful 1 '' 

I handed the weapon to her, and, taldng aim more 
oarefiilly than before, she discharged it. The coon 
mortally wt>nnded, came down : not " kerchunk,** but 
by dow (if not easy) stages, and under protest — catch- 
ing at erery limb, on the way, and uttering a sharp 
objection. After a number of catches, not sung, and 
several falls, not rapid, he descended, not upon the 
ground, (where the sanguine and sanguinary Ry stood 
ready to administer extreme unction to his unctuous 
ooonship,) but chouse upon her head, which, being un* 
bonneted, afforded his long, sharp daws a tip-top hold. 
In its last fall it had made an unseasonable spring— -one 
of those admirable muscular feats by which great gym- 
nasts wOl show you, for a pecuniary conn4,eration, how 
you may drop from the top of a house, and, when half 
way down, (not turn about and go back again, but) 
overcome, or so modify, your impetus as to take an 
oblique direction to the earth. So with the old coon : 
if he had come down in the usu^ respectable, perpen- 
dicular way, conformably to the eternal law of gravi- 
tation. Miss Ward would have been, to use her own 
expression, all right ; but confound him ! when within 
a dozen feet (not dbunting his own,) he must nee.ds 
assert the power of a live will over inanimate inertia, 
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hj a sadden yiolent mnsciilar action that precipitated 
him, as has been already stated, into the redundant 
hair of his astonished enemy. 

To say that the yoong lady screamed, would be 
tame : if not too inelegant, we would use the word 
yelled. It would do the subject more justice. She 
also raved, and stamped, and tore her hair, in getting 
the '* critter" off It was like pulUng teeth; an ex- 
tractfaig operation almost warranting the use of chloro- 
form. As the coon's claws were long and sharp, it 
was fortunate that our Diana's locks were thick and 
matted otherwise her scalp must have suffered some : 
as it was, they performed (imperfectly it is true but in 
a measure,) the office of an institution, to that head 
long a stranger, to wit : a comb. There was a sort of 
triangular snarl, in which the hair, the coon and the 
lady each took a part : though the coon got the best of 
it: that is to say the best of the hair: in every other 
sense he was worsted, for with her own delicate hands, 
she garoted him — ^uttering many of her father's ex- 
pletives meanwhile — and at the expense of sundry hay- 
colored tresses, (which did not come without extracting 
a few shrieks by the roots, as it were,) hurled him 
down upon his native sod. That was the end of him. 
As he was too tough to eat he was left as a warning to 
all old coons, not to expose themselves to the night air. 



CHAPTER XHL 

THB DABK HOUSE. 

Conrnrunro our trayel, we soon had the extreme 
felicity of ttrriving at a clearing, upon the farther side 
of which we thoaght we could descry one or two 
buUdings. Passing through a corn-field, the dry stalks 
of which Black Morgan was much iaclined to eat, we 
reached a solitary dwelling-place ; wondering that any 
one could, by any possible inducement, yoluntarily 
abide there. 

If it had not been for the presence of another build- 
ing, its solitude would have appeared uncanny, and not 
to be endured by any well-disposed mortal ; but there 
18 something so humanizing in the appearance of a 
bam — something so suggestive of man's kindness and 
good feeling, even to the brutes — ^that it confers, 
in a greater or less degree, a charm upon the house 
itself. 

No light was visible within either of the cabins ; 
but as we approached noiselessly over the soft field, 
we heard the voices of inmates of the place ; one a 
pleasant strain, as of a woman coaxing a husband for a 
new silk ; the other gruff and growly, as elderly gen- 
tlemen often u-e when so beset. 

One knock at the door with the butt of my riding 
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whip, elicited only a growl ; another was responded to, 
in a voice singolarlj soft and oleaginous. — '^Who 
dar?" inquired one within: evidently a female. To 
inspire her with more confidence to receive us, I got 
one of her own gentle sex to reply. 

** We're three travellers, I allow,** said Ry. " Strike 
a light and let us in, will ye? " 

^^ Oh lard-a-massy, child, I aint got no candle, and 
no nuffin ! " replied the occupant, in a tone of bland 
protest. "How de law, did yer go and done git 
strayed so, off the stage road ? " 

** We've lost our way, in this yere howlin* wil'nefls I " 
answered Ry. 

" W^ are after a child that was stolen by an Indian, 
this morning, from Major McCIure's cabin,'' said Gale. 
*^ Have you seen, or do you know any thing about it ?" 
"Gbramassy knowed, I don't," she replied; "It is 
so out o* the way here ; I doesn't know not nnfSn dat's 
gwine on." * 

Then the door opened, and there appeared, the 
very broad and corpulent owner of the soft, slushy 
voice: a negress weighing (I didn't lift her, but I 
think I may safely say,) not less than three hundred 
pounds; but beyond her ample person nothing was 
visible. 

" Ef yer come in," said she, blockading the portal 
with her large figure^ "yer can't hab not no light, 
an' not no kinweniences. Seb'n nule further on, dar is 
a cab'n whar I know dey got a light." 

" Never mind the light," said I ; " only let us put 
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oar horses in the bam, and oorselves into some of your 
beds." 

I ^^ Lard-a-massj ! I should tink de young gemman 
tink I was made o' beds I " she exclaimed. It would 
not have been strange, if I had : the Falstafis of the 
stage, if not be-lied, are bellied with pillows. 

^^ De genmian, and his wife, kin sleep togedder in 
de spar' room, and de other kin stow his-self in a chair 
in de chimbley, I 'pose so," added the fat woman, con- 
siderately ; but hearing our chaste Diana titter at the 
idea of her being Gale's wife, she said with a smile, 
^^I allows, miss, yon aint married, prehaps? Wall, 
fix it amongst yerselves : dar's only one spar' bed any- 
how ! " and we could hear her salacious chuckle and 
knew that her fat sides shook with merriment. 

*' Have you neither lantern nor lightwood, for us to 
see by, in the bam ? " I inquired. 

*' De moonshine '11 do," she replied. " I aint not 
got no matches, nor no nufGn. Tie yer bosses in dar 
somewhar, till morain' : dar's water in the bar'l and 
some feed in the furder comer, nex de meal-tub." 

In compliance with her suggestion, we bestowed 
our animals in the log-hut which served as a stable, 
and then went to the house and groped our way in 
the darkness to seats which the negress had set for us. 
We could hear the hard breathing of the old fellow, 
whoever he was, and other sounds suggestive of a 
sleeping household. 

In a few moments, our tired female companion was 
induced to take possession of the inner room, for the 
night ; while Wright and I should pass the rosy hours 
in talking and dozing, in the chimney comer. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

▲ MIND O'XB THBOWK. 

Thx next morning, we returned from our frniUeM 
porsoit. 

^ I HAVE been thinking how my poor Ln will bear 
the loss of our child 1 ^' said Wright, with a deep sigh, 
after a long and moody silenoe. 

We had left the slave-catcher's cabin some ways be- 
hind us, and could hear, afar ofi^ in the stillness of the 
forest, the rush of the mountain torrent down its rocky 
bed in the distant ravine. 

*' I suppose she is worrying about it now. Tou 
have no idea how I dread to meet her I " 

I replied, '' unless Mr. McClure has told her, that 
it was kidnapped, she may suppose her baby died in 
the storm by which she came so near losilTg her own 
Hfe.»' 

"No, no," he rejoined; "the McClures never 
evade or conceal anything : they have probably told 
her the whole truth, and when she sees us return with- 
out the child, it will drive her crazy ! '* 

" It cannot be so bad as that : let us hope for better 
things ! " said I. 

" Alas ! " he sighed, " you do not know how sensi- 
tive her organization is." 

"My heart bleeds for her," I rejoined "but, surely, 
if it had pleased God to take the infant's life in that 
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tempest, jou would have acknowledged it to have been 
all for the best ; and as it is — ^* 

" I know what you wotild say, sir," said he, inter- 
rupting me, a little testily : ^ we have talked all that 
matter over, you know, before." 

"Are you a believer in special providences?" 
said I. 

" No," he replied, curUy. 

" I am," I rejoined. 

He made no response, and neither of us spoke for 
some minutes: then he renewed the subject vol- 
untarily. 

" Why did you ask if I believed in special provi- 
dences ? " he inquired. 

" Because," said I, " if you did, you would recog^ 
nize the hand of God in these affairs which you now 
regard so despairingly: and knowing Him to be as 
wise and good as He is omnipotent, you would cease to 
repine against events which He has or4^red and man 
cannot alter." 

*^ Argued like a preacher!" he rejoined, a little 
peevishly. Qrief, fatigue and fasting had unmanned 
him : perceiving which I relapsed into silence. But he 
was not inclined to drop the subject. 

" Will you be kind enough to tell me, sir," he de- 
manded, " wherein you see the hand of Providence in 
any of these calamities which have befallen the unhappy 
Lu and myself? " 

'^Cheerfyllyl" I replied, and instanced, at some 
length the points in which I believed the divine inter- 
position was manifest. 

" And perhaps you will tell me," said he, almost 
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fineeringly, ** why a beneficent God ordained, that a 
sensitiYe, intellectual creature. like Lu should have 
been bom in slavery : why my love for her is culpable 
in the sight of men : why a public acknowledgment 
ef my marriage to her would excite a universal howl 
of condemnation ? " 

Not being an ingenious logician, fertile in replies, 
I had none to offer ; perceiving which he poured forth 
a volley of indignation upon the injustice of fortune, 
and the avarice, pride and cruelty of society, as illus- 
trated in the case of his wife. 

" Yet for all this," said I, " good may come of it, 
eventually. God can make the wrath of men to praise 
him : that is to say, with the worst intentions, they I 

often involuntarily conduce to the accomplishment of 
good results. The very injustice of which you com i 

plain may become one of the moving causes to a great 
change in social estimates, in fact to a revolution, in- 
volving not oi^Jy the remedy of the wrongs which you i 
condemn so feelingly, but the amelioration of an ex- 
tensive class of evils inflicted by communities upon in- ^ 
dividuals. So that these very misfortunes instead of 
impugning the divine goodness, may be providentially 
designed to eventually illustrate it." 

" I cannot see it," rejoined Cale sullenly. 

"Man is short-sighted," said I; "he cannot see . . 

ahead, far and wide enough, to take into his finite view i 

the operating causes in the infinite plan : if he could, 
he would be little less than divine." 

"And when, think you," he rejoined, sarcastically, 
"when will these wrongs have been heaped* up high J 

enough, in the face of heaven, to topple over on the 
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heads of society Which sanctions them ? And what 
compensation can either Lu or I find for our unhappy 
lot in the belief that our individual sufferings are con- 
tributing to a result so beneficent, but which we may 
not live long enough to see ? " 

*^ It is true," said I,. *' that it is much easier to 
preach, than to practise, patience ; but for all that, I 
don't know any better recourse for you than reli^on 
and philosophy." 

Something very like a curse escaped from him, and 
with a bitter, exasperated look and tone, he added. 
"The perpetrators of these infamous wrongs, many 
of them, make great pretensions to religion, and justify 
their conduct by extracts from the Bible I " 

"The devil can quote scripture," I rejoined, smiling 
at his anger, " and will even point you to a declara- 
tion, that there is no God." ^ 

" Well, sometimes I think there aint," he muttered, 
doggedly. 

Suddenly our attention was attracted by the ap- 
proach of a man, to whom I attracted my unobservant 
companion's attention. Gale's be-douded visage bright- 
ened at the sight of him. 

" It is Perrin 1 " he exclaimed. " You have heard 
me speak of him. He has been teaching in the neigh- 
borhood, perhaps." 

" See I he is waiting, and beckoning for us to hurry 
forward 1 " said I. 

" There's something the matter I " remarked Cale, 
and increased his horse's pace from a walk to a trot. 

I followed suit, leading Black Morgan. The gen- 
tieman whom we now rapidly approached, stood at 
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the opening conducting to the spot near the creek 
where we had rested in oar ascent of the wooded hill, 
after passing* the sand-barren. It was there we had 
scared from his forest haont, (as the attentive reader 
ni*7 remember,) the young deer, which we had ad- 
mired for his wild, unstudied beauty. 

** Hasten 1 " cried Mr. Perrin. ^* Lu Morlis is some 
where hereabouts, and in danger I " 

^^TVTiat do you mean?" exclaimed Wright, pale 
with alarm, as we drove up to the spot where the 
dominie, clad in coarse black broaddoath and a wide 
brimmed palm-leaf hat, was standing. 

" Lu," he replied, — ^*' your Lu — has escaped from 
McClures." 

" How long ago ? " inquired Cale, hastily. 

" It is now four o'clock," replied Perrin, looking at 
a little bull's-eye silver watch, which he slipped out of 
his fob, ^^ and she must have absconded while we were 
at dinner. (Being out gunning, I dined at McClure's 
to-day.") 

" How was she ? Had she fully recovered ? " cried 
Wright, anxiously. 

** No ; therQ was something wrong here," replied 
Perrin, putting his forefinger upon his ample forehead. 
*^ Not crazy, yet not sane : it was " said he, sadly, 
** more like vacuity — ^perhaps idiocy 1 " 

** Was her talk incoherent? " I inquired. 

*'No," he replied, ^^she has not been heard to 
utter a word." 

" My God I my Grod I " cried Cale, in great distress 
" what calamity jeorse than that ? " 

'^ Something led us to believe she had come this 
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vay," continaed Perrin, ^* and leaving MoClure to fol- 
low me, I came hither. An hour or more ago, I saw 
her sitting upon the trunk of a fiillen tree, not &r away, 
on the other side of the gophers' barren." 

** The very spot where she was struck by the light- 
ning I " said I, interrupting him. 

<* And where her child was stricken from her by the 
falfing tree 1 " cried Gale : ^ but go on, sir, for heaven's 
sake I Say, why didn't you detain her ? " 

^^ How the devil could I?" replied the underical 
parson. "As soon bs she saw me, she was off like a 
partridge to her cover. She didn't go far, before 
pausing and looking back. Addressing her kindly, I 
besought her to come with me. She smiled and 
beckoned me to her, but, as soon as I attempted to ap- 
proach, fled again : then stopping as before, and with 
the same childish smile, motioned me to come to her, 
yet glided away when she heard my footsteps. I fol* 
lowed her, a wild-goose chase, in this fashion, until I 
found we were approaching the creek I The ^ood 
was too thick for me to see it, but I could hear it 
tumbling along over the rocks, and (remembering her 
former attempt at suicide,) was afraid she would 
jump in." 

" God forbid I " ejaculated Wright, drawing a long 
breath. 

"She didn't stop again," continued Perrin, until 
she had reached the run and stood gazing at the 
water. I am no swimmer myself, you know, and if 
the creek were deep, how in the world could I res- 
cue her?" 

" But she did not leap in? " cried Cale ; the great 
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beads of sweat upon his pale face, indicating that he 
was in an agony of suspense. 

^ No ; I sat down on a log within sight of her, (70a 
may see it yonder : that where the lizard is:) and pre- 
tended to be entirely at my ease, though, to tell the 
truth, my heart was in my mouth. Then I smiled and 
called to her softly to come and sit by me. She shook 
her head, and bending over, and inclining her ear to 
the water, uttered a low, musical laugh and clapped 
her hands, as if the sight and sound of the torrent 
made her glad. I had felt myself, in a former time, 
the almost magnetic fascmation of pellucid depths of 
running water, and knew what an effort was necessary, 
in certain, cases to break the spell that would lead the 
earth-tired mortal to plunge in and revel in the strange, 
preternatural bliss that inhabits there. The impulse to 
rush to her rescue was almost irresistible ; but know- 
ing that the least movement in that direction would 
precipitate the catastrophe, I resisted the motion for- 
ward and reclined back upon the log, with my eyes 
closed, as if disposed for a nap. I had lain in this po- 
sitioi^ three or four minutes, seeming to me as many 
ages, (I could swear I was in a cold sweat all the 
while !) when, unable to endure the suspense any longer, 
I opened my eyes, and saw her stealing slyly to- 
wards me. The same instant, she appeared to be 
alarmed at the sight of some object on the ground, 
near me. Her blood-shotten eye-balls were distended, 
her wan face more livid than before; her muscles 
trembling convulsively as she shrank back a step. 
Then nerving herself, (I could see it in her compressed 
jaws and knit brow,) she knelt down cautiously, and 
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darting her hand to the ground at my feet, hurled 
something through the air, into the creek. I heard its 
ominous rattle as it went. Instinctiyely I rushed for- 
ward to see it disappear in the hurrying waters. It 
was a black rattlesnake, as long and nearly as large 
round as my arm." 

The limb extended by Perrin in illustration was not 
that of a Hercules or a Heenan ; but the comparison 
drew from me an expression of astonishment. Wright 
was more painfully affected. 

** Probably the deadly reptile when it attracted her 
notice was Ijring asleep in the sun, near by me," con- 
tinued Perrin. ^^ I saw it but a moment in the water, 
before the strong current carried it away, down the 
stream. Turning to address Lu, I got only a glimpse 
of her flying form, disappearing up the rayine. At the 
same time, I heard other voices, and coming to the 
road, saw you approaching, which rejoiced me beyond 
measure ; for she may listen to you, Cale, and suffer 
you to conduct her home. Come to the creek, and let 
us follow its windings! Lu dearly loves this little 
stream : she always did, and often, very often, rambled 
along its picturesque course.-" 

**She has frequently led me along its rocky bed,^ 
but seldom so feur up as this," said Wright, **but let 
us seek her!" -- 

Securing our horses to a tree, we walked with the 
good Mr. Perrin to the spot where Lu had cast the 
snake into the run. It was the same place from which 
we had seen the deer, the previous day ; and upon 
looking up the wild gorge through which the creek 
tumbled along its noisy way, we saw the immense pro- 
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jecdng rock on which the buck ^ad pansed to take a 
farewell look at as, now sustaining the fragile form of 
the poor demented girl : her white dress and visage 
contrasting strongly with the dark shadows of the sun- 
less place and the sombre current below her ; and the 
same smile and outstretched arm and hand beckoning 
her pursuers to follow. 

Cale left us where we were, and went to her alone. 
Presently, we heard him singing a sweet, pathetic 
air — doubly melodious and touching amid such scenes 
and for such a purpose. It was a song dear to both of 
them, and it lured the poor wanderer to his arms agidn. 
It was not long before he came with her to us, and in 
a few minutes we were all mounted and on our way to 
McClure's. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THB BBTIXBN. 

Thb Sim was smkiiig into a sea of crimson splendor, 
behind the hills, as we walked our horses up to the 
front of the humble bat cosy and hospitable cabin. 

The good dame, received us with an anxious, won- 
dering sort of welcome, at the door, inquired eagerly 
of me, though in an undertone, for little Waifwood. 
She need not have used the precaution of speaking 
aside, for Lu had fallen asleep on Caie's bosom, and 
scarcely waked when I took her from his arms and 
conveyed her into the cabin. When we had placed 
her upon a bed, and aroused her a little with many 
affectionate words, she gave us from her dark eyes 
such a look of utter vacuity, that it was a relief to see 
her close them again, and relapse into sleep. 

^^ She is so exhausted I '' said I to Cale, observing 
the blank despair which clouded his expressive face, 
and wishing to console him. 

** Ay, ay, poor dear thing I " exclaimed the good 
old heart, our hostess, ^* she must have had a tremen- 
jous tramp, and I allow she was too weak to walk 
across the room, when she give us the slip, while hus- 
band and I, and Mr. Perrin here, was eating." Then 
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she had something to saj about the horses, and the 
Tillain who had butchered Billy. 

" Where is Mr. McClure ? " inquired the dominie, 
" I thought he was to follow me ? " 

*^ Here he comes ! '' exclaimed the dame, pointing 
to the stalwart form of McClure walking as fast as 
could be expected of a man of sixty, with a stiff knee, 
owards his home. 

Perrin and I went out to meet him, and converse a 
few moments before he should join the party in the 
house. 

When two or three of his first anxious inquiries 
had been answered, and he had vented his indignation 
again upon the inhuman Wakeelah, we learnt from him 
that instead of following Perrin, he had gone in a dif- 
ferent direction, under the impression, that Lu might 
wander homewards and lose her life in the creek. 

At the crossing, where the bridge had been carried 
away by the f^shet, he saw old Tom Wright standing 
on the other side of the swollen stream, afraid to trust 
his bulky corporation in the large dug-out which an 
andent white-headed black '^boy'' had obtained for 
his use. 

Upon seeing McClure, he shouted across the creek 
the question, when had he seen his son Cale last ; re- 
marking at the same time that he had gone in quest of 
a runaway girl belonging to him. — ^* You know her very 
well," he added: "it is our Lu.'* 

" Come here, and Til talk with yer,** replied Mc- 
Clure ; but the other exclaimed that he was too heavy 
for such a boat as that, and would not risk the life of 
Uncle John who would have to cross with him. 
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"I gee,** said McClnre, "you're the same Tom 
Wright as ever I Wall, then, all Pre got to say is, that 
the thunder-strike knocked your gal clean on eend, and 
tuck away her senses. We done what we could for 
her, but she never get her right mind since, and hau 
strayed away, the Lord knows whar. Cale, he's on a 
hunt." 

" Wall," says the old tnan ; " you take keer on her 
ef yer find her, and PU make it right with yer.** 

"Pll take keer o* her, and her rights," responded 
McClure, bluntly, **ef you Wrights *11 toke keer o' 
yourselres I " 

^ That's what I told the ole skunk ; I did I " said 
the hunter, wiping the sweat from his brow, with a 
calico handkerchief, "fur I knowed he was too mean 
to take keer o' the poor gal, his-self, ef so be he could 
pndl on anybody else to do it fur him. And I tell yer 
what it is, genTmen, ef that yere gal don't kim round 
all straight in the upper story, (and he put his broad 
forefinger to his bald forehead,) Squire Wright '11 
wash his hands o' her altogether ; but ef so be she gits 
sensible and handy, he'll lay claim to her ; you see ef 
he don't." 

" Did he have any more to sslj ? " inquired Perrin. 

"No," replied McClure, "he got the two boys 
(Uncle John and another,) to help him enter his boss, 
and rode away, without another word." 

" You had better nof^say anything more to him on 
the subject, at present," said I. "Of everything else 
that has occurred here during the last forty-eight 
hours, he had better be kept in ignorance. In short, 
let us keep all these matters entirely to ourselves." 
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** A wink to a blind Iioss is as good as whoa to a 
deaf one I " responded the old man, with a knowing 
look. 

^^Yes, let US keep our own counsel," said Mr. 
Perrin. '^Lu is entitled to her freedom, but is, in a 
measure, at the mercj of old Wright. Whether she 
shall be set at liberty or not, is almost entirely optional 
with him, even though he should acknowledge the 
terms upon which she was transferred to him hj her 
late father and master, Mr. Morlis; but as in her 
present condition, she does not recognize her dearest 
friends, and is totally unfit to be her own mistress, 
freedom would do her no good. Some wholesome 
restraint, upon the plantation, will be safer and best for 
her, perhaps." 

" No, sirr I " rejoined McClure, with honest vehe- 
mence. **I can't consent to that. Poor Lu wants 
good nursin', kind and patient treatment, and watchful 
keer, sitch as parents have for their little ones. That 
she couldn't git from Tom Wright and his wife — ^" 

^* But Gale would see to that, stirelyl " interrupted 
Perrin. 

"I don't know about that, and I wont risk it, no- 
how," replied McClur©. *'I don't know why Cale 
should have so much to do with her. In my opinion, 
she's none the happier for bis attentions. He may be 
a pooty good sort o' a feller, fur all I know to the con- 
trary ; but I tell yer, I don't like the breed I And I'U 
look out that that poor gal yonder shant be beholden 
to any one on em fur a hum and good friends. My ole 
ooman an' I aint got nary chick nor kin ('oept a twin 
brother o' mine away off somewhar to sea,) an' we'd 
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be monsns onhmnan ef we couldn't pay back some o' 
the many kind turns that Lu has done for us. Many 
an' many's the time she's fixed this poor knee fur me ; 
and when the dame had a misery in her hand from the 
adder bite, and it swelled up like a puff-ball, didn't Ln 
bathe it, and poultice it, and nuss it, day in and day 
out, till it git wall ? Yes, she did, though I And that 
don't begin I No sir ; that yere aint a primin' kim- 
pard to all she's done fur wif^ an' me ! " 

"Come, come!" cried Mrs. McGlure, who now 
stood at the cabin door, don't stan' talkin' thar till it's 
pitch dark. Come in, and let a body hear what's 
goin* on I " 

We excused ourselves to the good woman, and 
were glad enough to accept her invitation and enter 
the house. 

The honest couple, it will be borne in mind, knew 
nothing either of Cale's love or marriage ; nor did they 
entertain a suspicion of the paternity of the lost child. 
When I had disowned any relationship to Waifwood 
beyond that of a protector, as providentially I was for 
a time, they had implicitly believed what I said, but 
in conversation it became convenient for the old folks 
to call it mine ; hence there were many inquiries rela- 
tive to my baby. 

The narration of our adventures since we left the 
cabin in pursuit of the horse-thief and kidnapper, in- 
terested our friends exceedingly, and when I told of 
the wretched fate of our darling, the little Waif of the 
Wood, the tender-hearted dame had to stop short in 
her work of getting the table ready for our supper, and 
sit down and weep. 
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McCIure, beneath whose rough outside there beat a 
great, iSig heart brim-full of generous kindness, coughed 
and hemmed, and deared his throat, but with all his 
efforts could not keep back a sympathizing tear. 

" Don't cry, dame,** saidhe; "don't cry I Major, 
you lost your chile, but we're recovered Lu; Fve lost 
my boss, but you've found youm — ^" 

« Is BiDy dead? " I asked. 

''GU>d for^ve me I" exclaimed the old hunter, 
starting up, " Fd forgot Billy : I must go out and see 
how he's doin' : " and he left the cabin. 



CHAPTER XVL 

NEW OHABACTBBS. 

I PASSED that night at Gale's house. Perhaps I 
onght to say his father's ; or, (for great accuracy,) his 
mother's, as in this family *^ the gray mare was the bet- 
ter horse." 

She was a tall, spare woman in a green merino 
frock, a nice mob cap, and wearing on her prominent 
nose a pair of silver-bowed green spectacles through 
which her gray eyes sparkled, when she was at aD ex- 
cited, like gun-flint fire, ominous of an explosion. At 
her wsdst, she bore, with the dignity of St. Peter, if not 
with all his piety, a bunch of keys. A large and new 
silver watch, with seals of gold, too, purchased by 
her that very day from an itinerant merchant (who was 
still somewhere about the establishment,) ornamented 
the black zone which cinctured her waist. I afleiv 
wards ascertained that she was more dressed than 
usual, as she was to have company in the evening. 

Her husband was a bulky man, and though not 
quite so heavy a personage as another who has dark- 
ened our story at the very portal, he might have run 
well (not pedestriously by any means, but politically,) 
for alderman. His ponderous periphery sagged down, 
as if " not up to its role,"' (as the musical critics say,) 
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and Ms large, flat face had nothing jolly in it, hut was 
tallowy, and without other expression than that of a 
sort of owl-like wisdom. EQs diminndye nose was not 
much unlike the heak of that sage hird in its curve and 
relative proportion to the rest of the countenance. His 
large yellow eyes, minus the merciful veil of lashes, 
were surmounted hy delicately pencilled hrows of semi- 
circular form ; and the pigeon-hole in his heardless &ce, 
through which his victuals entered the Mammoth 
Cave below, was marked at the comers with tobacco- 
juice, some of which had meandered down his double 
chin^and lost itself in a sea of white cravat and shirt 
frill. His dress was of coarse black woollen cloth, of the 
Quaker eut, and he wore a bunch of seals at his fob big 
enough to have served as a weapon of defence. 

Cale had had a conversation with his parents in re- 
spect to Lu and her present condition, before I had the 
honor of an introduction to his progenitors. The 
parlor in which I sat, meantime, (one of four large 
square rooms into which the house had been divided 
by the most inartistic of architects,) was ceiled with 
Georgia pine boards, innocent of paint, and walled 
with the same : so we might well apply to it an Eng- 
lish builders^ phrase and call it "a box." There was a 
large supply of mahogany hair bottoms from the North, 
but in other respects the furniture was cheap and 
scanty. However, it was cheerfully lighted by the 
pitch-pine flame in the chimney place, and throwing 
myself into a Brobdinagian easy-chsdr, I surveyed at 
leisure a portrait of John C. Calhoun, the champioo of 
South Carolina, and fancied it the very personification 
of that proud and discontented State. 
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When Cale returned to me, followed bj bis parents, 
I detected at a glance tbat their interview had not con- 
duced in the least to soothe his ruffled spirits, but he 
said nothing to me, explanatory. 

Upon introduction, the old obese bowed slightly 
and would have taken my hand, but it was intercepted 
by his tall wife, (whose arm being longer, and move- 
ment quicker, invariably got a like advantage of him 
on every occasion of the kind,) and she gave me not 
exactly a hearty, but quite a muscular shake, with a 
word of welcome. Then the adipose Squire took his 
turn, with awkward dignity, and, wishing me well, 
subsided into the easy, chair like a sinking billow into 
the trough of the sea. 

** Fve a heap of respect for ossifers of the army," 
said Mrs. Wright, volubly when we were all seated 
^* and when the Squire was a member of the Legisla- 
ture, I used to know a number on 'em at MiUedge- 
ville." 

I discovered shortly, that the period of her hus- 
band's public duties at the State capital was one she 
was very fond of alluding to, and he no less proud to 
hear mentioned. 

"It was a powerful important crisis, then, sir," 
said the Squire, solemnly ; " a right smart chance o' 
public consamment; but we saved the State, sir; we 
saved the State." 

"Is the milingtary business as proferble as mer- 
chandising?" inquired the lady, and then, answering 
her own question, added, " I reckon not, because thar's 
no chance to speckylate. Merchandising has more 
money in it; but prehaps you have a finger now and 
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then in a Gover*mmit contraok? That*ll pay; that 
will ! We done some o' that ourselves, here in the 
Injun nation. And now I think on't, Major, what's 
President Jackson' going to do about the Cherokees ? 
They'll have to go off to Arkansaw, I reckon? But 
they don't want to go, you know ; not a bit. And 
they don't want to mind the State laws. The Gover- 
nor's hung Geo. Tassels, (him that killed a white man 
you know,) but it aint scart them much arter alL * Their 
half-breed chiefs (some on 'em monsus rich, you know,) 
say they are entitled to a separate, independent sover- 
eign government, you know, with a king of their own, 
if they choose : right here, too : right here within the 
State limits. Wall, to be sure, they were here before 
we were, you know, and Tm not going to make a fuss 
about it, that is to say, as long as we kin make any 
more out on 'em, you know. But I mussn't stay talkin' 
here. You'll excuse me, Major ; but my house affairs 
calls me away. You see our neighbors, the Morlis, 
are comin' in to-night, you know ; or rather you don't 
know; but they are. Two elegant young ladies, 
Major, and one on 'em may set their cap for you I But 
I declare, I don't know but what you are a married 
man already ? " 

Closing her volley of words, with this home-thrust, 
she shot at me through her green spectacles a look 
that was like a shaft of splintered glass ; but it was 
as an arrow against the impenetrable hide of a rhi- 
noceros, and failed to elicit the fact that I was a 
bachelor : for of all the bores of mundane life to be 
bored for the love there is in you, I regarded as the 
most disagreeable. 
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Too much in haste to pursue her inquiry, farther, 
the woman of vigorous intellect, hurried out of the 
room, and in a few moments I heard her scolding away, 
now in a back room, and anon across the yard to the 
kitchen cabin in the rear. 

Cale was- evidently chagrined at his mother's 
peculiarities, and to spare his feelings, I talked al- 
most as volubly as the lady had done. Presently there 
was an arrival of guests, and he was called to receive 
them. 

In the meantime, the Squire questioned me 
cautiously to obtain my views of the position and^prin- 
ciples of the political parties, and the impending 
troubles likely to arise from the defiant attitude of 
South Carolina, which was then ripe for her first re- 
volt against the General Government. She had few 
sympathizers in Georgia, for several reasons, one of 
which was that President Andrew Jackson, while he 
resolutely condemned the former's disregard of Federal 
authority, was quite as decided in sustaining the State 
rights of the latter against the rebellious spirit of the 
Indian tribes which resided within her borders. 

*^ It can't be suspicioned," said he, at last, '^ but 
what Gin'ral Jackson is a good friend to Georgy : it's 
monsus sartin that that's so. My old friend, Gen. 
Crawford, franks to me the " Globe," and I read it 
reg'lar. It's the president's own organ, and I see by 
that, now the gin'ral is determined to put down the 
claim of the Injuns to a separate sovringity. I said 
BO all along. The Injuns is staid long enough. Byrne 
by they will be ready to fight ; and I think I know 
what that is, sir : I think I do ! " 
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*' Then yon hare seen some of it ? '^ said I, remem- 
bering the yam told me by McClure. 

"Wall, I reckon I have* I" he replied, "In old 
Kentucky, when I was a young man; that was. I 
done my share of fighting, I assure yer. I was no fair 
weather soldier; I want. Ah, Major! the young 
people of the present day donH know nothin' of the 
hardships we, their &ther8, undergone for their sake, 
and the blood we poured out like water, in them 
days!" 

For all that copious waste of the vital fluid, the old 
fellow looked as if he had enough left. 

" You ought to have heem my speech on that sub- 
ject in the Legislatur, when the question of Injun re- 
moval was before the house, Major ! " he continued : 
" it 'tracted a right-smart o' public attention. And 
now I want yer to tell me candid. Major, don't yer 
think the Southern statesmen is a' heap smarter than 
any 6' the Northern men ? " 

" Oh, sir," I replied, " there is no comparison." 

"That's so. Major; that's so!" he rejoii^ed com- 
placently inserting his thumbs in the arm-holes of his 
waistcoat, and trying to shine through his foggy eyes. 
" Whether it's fightin' or speechifyin' we allers git the « 
best on't. I don't speak o' myself purtickly, for I 
never were the man to brag, though prehaps I have a 
right to boast as much as Lumpkin or Crawford or any 
other man." 

Fortunately for my gravity, the statesman's wife 
sailed in just then with two young ladies in convoy, 
while her son, wearing by no means the look of a gal- 
lant, brought up the rear. A freckled mulatto boy set 
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chairs for them, while ids mistress was introdaoing me 
to their acquaintance and regard. 

^^ Now, Cale," said that lady in a bnsiness-like way, 
^make yourself agreeable to Miss Sophy, and leave 
Miss Charlotte to the Major. Why how you blush, 
sir. Ha! ha I I wouldn't have thought it of an 
ossifer." 

^^ Perhaps you think, madam," said I, rallying a 
little, *^ that there are no blushes in the army ? " 

**I presume Mrs. Wright thinks that a true soldier 
should be faithful to his flag, and never change his 
colors ! " said the young lady whom they called Sophy 
Morlis. There was an almost general smile and titter : 
only the Squire did not appear to take, and his son's 
brain was evidently pre-occupied. 

^* Now sit down, and make yourselves comfortable, 
all on yer, wont you ? said our tall hostess. ^* Morris," 
(to the slave,) bring in more candles, and as the night's 
gittin' a little chiHy, put on some lightwood." 

'^Did you say, son Caleb, that that gal — " began 
the squire when the boy had gone out ; but his better 
half interrupted him with a frown, and snap of her cat- 
like eyes through her green glasses, — ^' Husband don't 
talk on domestic matters before company 1 It aint 
polite." And I heard no more said about Lu till next 
morning. 

" Squire Wright," said his wife, **I wish you'd go- 
out and see the overseer about that com-shuckin I to- 
night. Widder Morlis's niggers is come to lend a 
hand." 

^^ Yes," said Charlotte Morlis, in a giggling tone, 
**' they count on having lots of fun as well as work." 
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" They enjoy a corn-shucking almost as mach as a 
dance, don't they ? " I remarked. 

"Yes, indeed," replied Sophy, though the ques- 
tion had been addressed to her sister, who sat at my 
elbow. , 

** Come, come ; stir your stumps I " said Mrs. W., 
in an under tone to her lord and master. 

*' Can't yer wait a minute ? " he rejoined in the 
same key, but rather peevishly. 

She made no audible response, but turned upon his 
large moony face, " round as my shield," the irresistible 
green-glass battery, and though there was no report, I 
saw the flash and observed that the effect was (in naval 
parlance,) to bring him to. With a submissive aspect, 
the large man got up lazily and walked slowly out of 
the room. 

" Now Pm goin' to leave you young folks alone a 
few minutes, if you'll excuse me," said the strong- 
minded woman, giving us one of her blandest smiles. 

The young ladies tittered, evidently quite satisfied 
with this little piece of management, but Cale bit his 
lips and looked so sober that his mother rallied him upon 
his thoughtfulness ; remarking, as she paused a mo- 
ment on the door-sill and glanced back at him, " 'pears 
ef you were in love I " I expected to see Sophy color, 
as I knew this was a hint at a supposed conquest of 
hers, but she only laughed gaily and glanced at her 
sister who responded with a blush and frown. 

*' Oho ! " said I to myself, " sits the wind in that 
quarter ? " Of course, I knew that, it made little dif- 
ference to the young man which of the young ladies 
felt most interest in him : he was proof against the arts 
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of eillier: burl was not Bcurprised, that the old folks 
should think, that Sophy the eldest and brightest of 
the two, had conceived a greater liking for their son 
than Oimrlotte, who conversed little with him ; appa« 
rently relinqoishing him with indifference to the fasci- 
nations of her more witty sister. 

Sophy was not handsome ' like her sister, her skin 
was neither transparent nor smooth, and her chin and 
cheeks were too massive for symmetry. Her teeth, 
never quite concealed from view, were white and 
sound enough, but too prominent. Her eyes, how- 
ever, were blue and sparkling under dark arching 
brows, apd her coal black hair extended in a mass of 
ringlets to her well shaped neck and rather broad 
shoulders. Charlotte^s eyes were black : with that ex- 
ception she closely resembled her sister ; even to her 
height which was medium. Both were dressed fash- 
ionably in black silk with wide flounces, and lace capes 
in unison, with the further embellishment of gold 
watches, and bracelets, and a profusion of costly rings : 
for who had a better right ? Were they not the ac- 
complished daughters of a Southern planter, and heir- 
esses at that? 

I scrutinized their features as closely as was pos- 
sible without rudeness, and (unlike as they were to 
that other child of the same illustrious father,) &ncied 
that I could occasionally detect a look in the dark eyes 
of Charlotte that reminded me of poor Lu. Perceiving 
as I talked with her, that, while endeavoring to appear 
not to notice the conversation of her sister with young 
Wright, she was in fact an attentive, though by no 
means a satisfied listener to Sophy's abundant exercise 
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of her inperior conoquial poMrera, I took pity on her 
and diyerted her riyal's fire by making the conversa- 
tion general : appealing to Cale's persistent Tis-a-vis to 
sustain me in an opinion which I had expressed rela- 
tive to the attraotions of Philadelphia, where the two 
yonng ladies had been educated. This was a theme 
upon which Sophy soon made it apparent that she 
could talk* by the hour together. The theatre and * 
dramatic gossip, the notable places and the notable"^ 
people, the attractive shops and shopmoi, and even the 
confectionaries, with tl^eir invincible armada of ices, 
cream-isakes, soda and bon-bons— of all these she spoke ^ 

with the fluency of a city miss ; and it seemed ,as if her I 

nimble tongue would never tire. } 

I was quite willing that she should do all the talk- i 

ing; but, if I had not been, I could not have got in 
more than a word, now and then, edge-wise, and the 
' only obstruction she had to her stream of gossip, was 
an occasional contradiction by Charlotte who having 
been in Philadelphia during the same period, felt her^ , 

'self equally competent to pronounce an opinion upon * 9 

the subjects discussed so volubly by Sophy. 

Indeed I soon discovered that it was characteristio 
of these two young ladies to disagree upon almost* 
every topic, and impugn each other's accuracy very 
often, no matter who was present : a piece of ill-breed- 
ing which I have sometimes observed in families whose 
education if not their good-nature ought to have 
taught them better. To a stranger, it must always be 
unpleasant. 

After an hour passed in listening to the piquant ex- 
aggerations of one sister and the discontented cavil- 
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lingB of the 6ther, peroeiYing that both looked a little 
flushed and angered bj their frequent differences 
(which I fancied had more acrimony than they would 
be wining to acknowledge) my ears were saluted 
by the distant sound of darkies singing, and I sug- 
gested that, as it was bright moonlight, we should ail 
go out and see the negroes at the corn-shucking. 

Cale rose from his chair with an air of relief, and 
Charlotte instantly imitated his example; declaring 
that it would suit her exactly. By her promptness, she 
was enaUed to pair off with my friend, while Sophy 
nothing loth, perhaps, took my preferred arm, and we 
all -sallied forth together. 



CHAPTER XVIL 

THB X0BLI8 7AXILT. 

AiTBB an hour passed in oonyersation, in the oonrse 
of whioh Miss Morlis introduced the subject of slaveiy, 
and Mrs. Wright, and the yonng ladies both admitted 
that slavery was an evil which mnst be modified in 
time (say, in some fiitnre generation,) Charlotte polled 
out her gold watch, and remarking that it was jnst 
nine o'clock, proposed to her sister to return home. 

^* Can it be so late f " exclsdmed Sophy, drawing out 
her own time-keeper. *' Oh, no ; you're wrong, Lotty ; 
it wants five minutes of it." 

^* 1 know my time is right," said her sister. 

" Pm sure it's often fast I " rejoined Sophy. 

^ Yours is oftener, too slow I " retorted Charlotte, 
peevishly. 

** Mr. Coote is an excellent judge of watches," said 
Mrs. Wright ; " he sold me mine. * Mr. Coote which 
of the young ladies has the best watch f " ^ 

The travelling nierchant thus appealed to, was a 
youngish man, a few years older than myself: in a 
buckish brown suit, a high shirt collar, and a short 
head of yellow hair. Small cheek whiskers of the same 
color terminating at the comers of his mouth, (which J 
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they «eomed to march into in single file) gave him a 
slightly military appearance. 

Patting a^lass to his eye, this gentleman examined 
the watches in torn, and pronounced them equally 
valuable though not quite as accurate perhaps, as some 
imported by the ** House *' whidi he represented. He 
hoped to have the honoBof showing them some before 
his departure for Milledgeville. 

** But if these watches are both equally good, why 
don't they keep time equally well? " inquired Sophy. 

"I wHi tell you,*' he replied, with the air of a pro- 
fessor. ^^The machinery of a skilfully manufactured 
watch like those of our establishment, or even like 
these, may be compared to that of our own bodies. 
Hamlet, the great master-piece of the immortal Shake- 
spere, signs himself in one of his letters, a machine — 
alluding of course to his own physical organization. So 
too, this little machine, the watch, may be compared 
to the human organism. Indeed, there is a sympathy 
between the two, as well as a likeness in their wonder- 
ful structure. Your own extremely fine, and remar- 
kably delicate organization. Miss Morlis, (addressing 
Charlotte to whom he had been very sweet during 
their acquaintance of an hour,) sustains a subtle elec- 
tric fluid, which not only vitalizes your own sensitive 
nervous system, but conununicates itself to all things 
that feel the magnetism of your presence ; even " (said 
he, Bm|ling blandly, and bowing,) '^ your humble ser- 
vant : and why should not this watch feel it also, as its 
mainspring being made of steel, is exceedingly suscep- 
tive to electricity r Certainly, it does. Yes, ladies 
and gentlemen, it is a fact no longer admitting of a 
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doubt — and I'daini the hcmor of the diaoorery my- 
Belf— 4lie electricity in a person's system has more 
or less effect upon the moTement 4>f the watch he 
carries." 

^Is it jXMsible ? " ezdaimed Sophy, smiling; ''then 
the inference is, that as Lotty's goes faster than mine^ 
it is because of her superior dectricity?'' 

*^ Exactly so," replied Coote. 

I fimded I saw a flush, and flash, of triumph in 
Charlotte's cheek and eye. 

**That accounts for my dulness, I presume! ** said 
Sophy, archly. 

** Exactly sol" exclaimed Charlotte laughing, for 
the merchant had put her into the best possible 
humor. 

Sophy looked a little piqued, but I easily restored 
her self-complacency with the remark that it was we|l 
enough for witty people to call themsdves dull, since 
nobody would believe it. 

*^ Ah, Major 1 " she rejoined rising, -and shaking h^ 
jewelled flnger at me, *^you military men are sudi 
flatterers!" 

*^ Don't go ! " exclaimed Mrs. Wright ; evidently 
meaning ^ don't stay." *^ Caleb is the dull one, to- 
night; but you shall arouse him as he goes along with 
you, to escort you home." 

^ Oh no, I insist he shall not go a step! " exclaimed 
Sophy, who had been a little piqued at my friend's in- 
difierenoe to her conversation : ** he ia tired to death 
with his labors of to-day and yesterday. The Major 
here, I am sure, will be so kind 1 " and she gave me 
one of her most blandishing smiles. 
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The widow who nimed to appear aa yoni^ as her 
daaghters, and really was aboat as good looking, was 
a dressy, chatty little bcKiy, as plump as a turtle dove 
and almost as tender, for she kissed me almost affecv 
tionately at parting — ^baghing heartily, however, as 
she did so, and exclaiming that there was no harm in 
it, as she was old enough to be my mother. This 
seemed to be regarded as a capital joke by Coote, who 
stood rubbing his hands in fine glee, and wishing a like 
maternal treatment for himself. One thing, howeyer, 
escaped his notice. Availing herself of his dose proxi- 
mity, the considerate mother had whispered in my 
ear the inquiry, ^Is this a gentleman of the highest 
respectability f" 

^ I have met with l^im, to-night for the first time," 
I replied, in the same tone. ) 

The driver of the vehicle in which I was taken to . 
my firiend's was a ^^boy" of sixty, a garrulous old 
coon, very proud of his mistress's wealth, but still 
prouder of his own Yirginia origin, upon which he ex- 
patiated with mikch eloquence, clearly demonstrating, 
as we went along, that the negroes farther South of 
Mason A Dixon's line were troubled with a thickening ^ 
of die scull very &vorable for butting at cheeses and 
pine boards, (which constituted one of their innocent 
recreations,) but not at all conducive to intelligent at- 
tendance upon company, and the judicious grooming of 
valuable horses. In his private opinion, publicly ex- 
pressed, the corn-meal, of which the Greorgia niggers 
consumed so much, got into their heads and gave them 
hasty-pudding brains: while the Yirginny colored 
folks, on the contrary, were given with such capacity 
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of imitation, that they accurately reflected all the graceB 
and good qualities of their owners. 

** At what college are your mistress's sons being 
edacated since they left the tnitionof the Rey. Mr. 
Perrin?" 

" At the Cambridge University, sar I '* 

*' In old Massachusetts f " 

^^Yes, sari cos' um fiye hunderd doll's quarter 
dar, sar 1 " 

^'Five hundred dollars a quarter?" I exclaimed 
incredulously. 

**Yes, sar, one hunderd for triggemometry — 
dat means sporting; — one hunderd for belles-lettres 
— dat is correspondence wid de gals, I spose,— 
one hunderd for natural histgry, dat's the study of 
the bars, — one hunderd for tke languages dey lams 
. ob de forrin opera singers dat lectures to de Fac- 
ulty, and one hunderd for board, washin', and pew- 
rent." 

I had to laugh. ^^But how* do you know they 
spend so much money in this way ? " 

"Oh, I knowed it. Ole Pete aint a fool. They 
took me with them at first to wait upon 'em, and that 
was another expense. But presently de abolitionists 
come and bother my ole head wid dar nonsense ; den 
massa Joe he sent me home." 

Hereupon he began to hum, ^' carry me back to 
Ole Virginny," and was still at it when we reached 
Mr. Wright's. Giving him a quarter, I bade him 
good-night, and he drove off singing the same old 
tune. 

The colored race have an inexhaustible supply of 
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mirdifiilness, that jets forth even under depreesing cir- 
cmnstaDces, and old Pete, being well treated, had little 
to keep his spirits down. 

The family had retired to rest and I was shown to 
a chamber on the second floor by a slave. Before I 
was ready to extinguish my candle, there was a knock 
at my door, and I had a late caller. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

D0KB8TI0 DISOIFLIKB. j 

My nocturnal visitor was Cale. He was greatly 
ezdted. Making no reply to my salatation, he threw 
himself upon the bed, and hiding his face in the pillow, 
wept until he sobbed* 

^^Calel Calebl" said I, laying a hand upon his 
shoulder, and gently shaking it to attract his attention, 
which seemed swallowed up in his emotion ; ^ what is 
the matter?" 

Recovering his calmness with an effort, he replied, 
^' after you left with the ladies, my mother gave vent 
to her displeasure against me in no measured terms. I 
had grievously offended her, it appears, in two par- 
ticulars : first, in taking it upon myself to let Chloe see 
her husband, and second in suffering you and Mr. 
Coote, to surpass me in gallant attentions to the ACss 
Morlis's." ' 

*^ I have told you," he continued ^^how much the old 
folks wish to unite our two fiunilies, by my marriage 
to ei|)^er Sophy or Charlotte, and as they do not know 
how utterly impossible it is for me to consent to such 
an arrangement, they ascribe my indifference to sheer 
stupidity and wilful disregard of my own interests and 
their authority. My mother, who possesses a temper. 
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always strong, and at times nngOTernable, instead of 
being propitiated by the quietness with which I re- 
ceived her rq>roaches» tamed to my fieither, (who had 
just opened the bible preparatory to begmning the 
devotions with which they regale me every night be- 
fore going to bed,) and abused him in the harshest 
terms for the apparent indifference with which he 
witnessed what she called my aadacioos nnconcem at 
her resentment. Then, the old man began to echo her 
censure of me, and even went so &r as to threaten to 
turn me penniless upon the world. That, yon know 
had no terrors for me, as I am sanguine that I can sus- 
tain myself; (and what charms has home for mef) but 
what wounded and made me mad, was, to be treated 
as if I were the veriest school-boy f ** 

*^It is a way,'' said I, ^^that some fathers and 
mothers have ; meaning all for the best, perhaps, but 
determined to have their own way at any rate.'* 

** Still," continued Cale, '*I commanded my tem- 
per and made no retort. A fierce one came to my 
lips, but I held in. More enraged at my silence than 
she would have been by angry words, my mother 
accused me not only of contemning her authority my- 
self but of teaching her daves to disregard it, and she 
wound up by saying that as for aunt Chloe, she should 
be whipped, to-morrow ; even if she had to do it with 
her own hands. This was more than I could bear, and I 
ezdaimed vehemently against her purpose of punishing 
a poor woman for an offence, not her own, but mine. 
*^It is true," said my mother, ** you deserve the lash 
no less than she, but Chloe shall catch it I could skin 
heraUvel" 
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** And do you belieye it possible that she will fiilfil 
her word?'* said I. 

^^ That she will whip Chloe ia certain," replied Cale, 
** and I am powerless to prevent it ! This it was, that 
drew tears and sobs from me, just now. They were 
from impotent rage and indignation, not grie^ as yoa 
supposed. I love these faithful black creatures, for I 
have mingled' much with them in their sickness and 
orrows, as well as their joys, and know that they are 
human like ourselyes, and have affections like we have ; 
and, sometimes I am inclined to think, as much capa- 
city for intelligence. It is true, the dave whom we 
call aunt Chloe is naturally of afroward and wilful 
temper — she is mortal like the rest of us — and the con- 
sciousness that she is about to add to the number of 
our slaves, and to our wealth, by the fitiit of her body, 
has so increased her consequence in her own eyes, that 
I dare say she has shown it in her manner to my 
mother, and perhaps talked back when she was 
scolded. It is an infirmity which the slaves indulge 
in, when they think they can do it with imptmity." 

*^It is a natural right of all mortals, and conven- 
tional regulations can't rub it out," said L 

^* But shall this woman be whipped like a dog for 
it, and in her condition, too P I swear, if it is done, I 
will disown my mother and never see her more I " ex- 
claimed Cale, rising from the bed. 

^ Do nothing rashly, my friend I " said I. 

*^I tell you," he replied impetuously, *^I am tired 
of thiB infernal institution which places a class of per- 
sons BO entirely at the mercy of others. I have wit- 
nessed more of these abuses than you have, Major. 
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Strangers know little of the domestic discipline upon 
the plantations. To them, slavery shows its fairest 

i side. Look at La's case I Poor Ln ! It is perhaps 

better for her that the light of her intellect was ex- 
tinguished by the lightning, else her wrongs had 
trailed her sool daily in the dust under the feet of these 
deyils that mock high heaven with their prayers and 
exhortations night and morning ; as if oppression and 
cruelty coiild win the smile of Qod I " 

*'But I will intercede in behalf of aunt Chloel " 
saidL 

^* The only advantage to be gained by that would 

I be to defer the whipping until your departure, or 

during your temporary absence. My mother is not a 
per8<m to be thwarted in her purpose.'' 

^* Nevertheless," I rejoined, ^'I will speak to her 
about it to-morrow morning." 

" As you please," said he. " How long will you re- 
main with us f A week, at least, I hope." 

\ ** Thank you, no, I must set out for Milledgeville on 

Saturday, sure." 

^ I wish I was going with you t " said he, musingly, 
and pausing at the door. 

**I wish you were," I rejoined. "You need a 
change of air and scene. Your health is suffering here, 
my friend 1" and laying my hand kindly upon his 

» shoulder, I looked compassionately into his pale and 

haggard countenance. The ravages made there by 
nervous excitement and bodily fatigue both shocked 
and alarmed me. ^ Another week like this " I added, 
^ would be the death of you." 

\ •*It is not that I fear," he replied, pressing my 
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hand, ** bo much as living to see and bear what I nraat 
if I remain here. The wreck of poor Ln ia enough in 
itself to sear my very eyeballe. No, my friend, the 
grave is my only refuge. I could die cheerfully] yes, 
I could welcome an &kd to all this coiL Why should 
I not welcome it by my own act? ** 

** Because the Everlasting has set His canon against 
self-slaughten Your life, my dear Cale, is not, in the 
truest sense, at your own^disposaL Besides, suicide 
is unmanly : it is to evade hardships and duties which 
demand a higher order of courage than that which 
nerves the unfortunate to self-murder. I look for bet- ' 
ter things from you, my friend. PjroQiise me, you will 
cast all such desperate thoughts to the dogs, heneefixrth 
'and forever I'* 

"I will try: I will tryl'* said he, wringing his 
hands. " Good night 1 '* ^nd he left me. 

Throwing off the oppressive feather-bed, I turned 
in upon the straw, and slept without waking until 
morning. 

After a hearty break&st of hog and hominy, with 
bonny-dabber and cream, as «n accompaniment, I 
found an opportunity, while the Squire was smoking his 
pipe on the piazasa^ to speak to Mrs« Wright in favor of 
aunt Ghloe. 

^ Oh, sir,'' she replied, ^ you have no idea what a 
self-willed mule aunt Ghloe is 1 But really I had no 
intmition of whipping her. I talked so, but meant 
nothing." 

This was a great relief to me, and as soon as I had 
a chance I commtmicated it to Cale. He looked in- 
crednlousi and shook his hec^ bttt made no comment. 
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** Major!** present] j suig out the Squire, ^oome 
and let's have a little game together.** 

' Was it cards? I wondered: no it was marbles I 
The old porfms actually wanted to play at taw. Al- 
ways ready for any harmless fun, I made no abjectioQ 
now, though I had not handled a marble for a dozen 
years or more. 

««Do you understand it? ** said I. 

^ I reckon I do, Major,** he replied ; I play some 
every day. When I can't git any of my neighbors or 
visitors to jine me in*t, I make Dickey sarve.** 

*^ How under the sun,** thinks I, *' can he ooUapse 
that periphery of his sufficiently to allow him to pick 
up the marbles? '* In a moment, he called to a black 
boy about ten years old, who, (the morning being 
quite balmy,) was dad in the somewhat breezy cos- 
tume of a tow shirt only. ^ Come here, Dick, and 
pick up for me.** 

So we played togedier— ^he ex-legislator and I — 
upon the hard, bare earth in front of the piazza. It 
was to me a q>ectacle both novel and amusing. Talk 
of Napoleon gambolling on the floor with his baby ! 
It was no more sublime a picture than this great 
Southern statesman, stooping to shoot at taw, and ex- 
pressing in his large rotmd face, the most intense de- 
termmation to make good hits. I enjoyed it exceed- 
ingly ; and thought the fifteen minutes we gave to it, 
worth an hour at St. Cloud. 

Taw finished, the Squire proposed the less active 
but more thoughtful game of draughts, which, in 
Yankee-land, we call ^hookers; and we sat down to it 
under the aocq[teble shade of the jnazsa, where my 
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partner beat me the more easily, because my attention 
was much diverted from the board by the extraordi- 
nary gyrations of little black Dicky, who was amusing 
himself meanwhile by turning sunrnxersaults, cart- 
wheels,^c. 

The Squire had just beaten the rubber game, when 
lo t up charges Mrs. Morlis's Peter to the door, driving 
proudly a beautiful pair of large cream-colored mules 
in front of a handsome carriage, and bearing a mes- 
sage from the widow and her daughters, that ther^ 
had occurred an arrival at their house, which de- 
manded the immediate presence of ^ de Major, and 
massa Gale.'' 

We had no reasonable excuse, ;uid as it might be 
regarded as uncivil to decline the preferred carriage, 
I prevailed upon my friend to take a seat with me, be- 
hind the complacent Peter, who then (first casting the 
whites of his eyes around upon the black house ser- 
vants who had run out upon the piazza to admire his 
grandeur,) executed a sweeping flourish with his long 
whip, touched his hat politely to Mr. and Mrs. Wright, 
in illustration of his Virginia breeding, and drove 
away, 

^* Are the young ladies quite weU to-day? " sidd I 
to the little but proud old "boy;" 
.'•"Yes sar," he replied, "an's handsome ais de 
.^omin'. Dey am like two rose-buds, ready to buss 
* open I " 

" But I hope they wont,** I rejoined. " And your 
mistress she is the lily of the valley, I suppose ? " 

•* No, massa," replied Peter, "de good book says 
de lily ob de valley can't be painted: missus can be. 
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Bat I tell yer what it is, she look fuss-rate, and smell 1 
oh, how sweet she smell 1 Noffin bat a heap o' mpsk." 

"And who's oome?" inqnired Cale, "Who are 
the new gaests, Uncle Pete ? " 

"Fass and foremost, an' de bess of aU,"^aid the 
old boy, " dar's Miss Katey Adkins : oh, sitch a 'lishous 
yoasg lady, from de bess place in all creation, and dat's 
Ole Yirginny 1 (Dat's whar dey grow de rale giner- 
wine ladies, dat isl yer know what I tole yer lass 
pight, Major ?) Den dar came along in de mail stage, 
a tall yoang g^mman what's roand collectin' money for 
de Baltimore folks ; I disremember what am his name, 
bat he am werry fanny, and werry much ob a gemman 
wid his money. My golly, how & he kin talk ! I 
tink he say more in tree minutes dan I kin in tree 
hours. Fac' am, I nebber were a good han' to talk 
fas." 

" That's because your tongue is not long enough. 
Uncle Pete," said I, catting short his gabble. " You 
must have it stretched I " 

He turned half round to us, and thrust out his 
organ of taste to satisfy as that it would do; then 
chuckling heartily at his own humor, gave his long, 
showy whip a grand flourish, and snap, that sent the 
mules on a brisk trot ap to tiie ^^dow's door yard. 

At the same moment, a youngish man with a 
Roman nose, heavy black brows, and piercing eyes^* 
drove by in a sulky ; bowing to Wright as he passed. 
" That is Doctor Mills, a hot-headed feUow, but a good 
doctor," said Cale. 



CHAFTER XIX. 

THX LIAB. 

SoPHT and Charlotte, leaying two gentlemen and a 
lady with whom thej,had been playing *^the graoes," 
on the piazza, hastened down the middle walk to meet 
ns aa we entered the gate : laughing and shouting a 
welcome before they reached us. The people of 
Georgia have a very pleasant way of doing this sort of 
thing. In a land where population is sparse and pro- 
visions plenty, the pleasure of seeing an arrival of 
guests is not chilled by an involuntary recollection of 
the high price of meat and potatoes. 

A couple of handsome pointers came gambolling 
forth in front of them, apparentiy enjoying our coming 
as much as they. Indeed, it was one of those mag- 
nificent Indian summer days, which are so exhilerating 
to every animal nature. 

By the time we had reached the piaoza, the jocund 
littie widow, herself, was there with smiling &oe, tttid 
extended hand to receive us. V 

Then we were introduced to a very fresh, rosy 
young lady of eighteen, with short auburn curls, a fair 
forehead, twinkling hazle eyes, dimpled cheeks and 
a Hebe-like neck rising out of a doud of cerulean 
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berage frock, below which a slippered little foot peeped 
like a bird* This was Miss Kate Adkins. 

The gentlemaii with whom we were then made 
acquainted was a Mr. Pahner, the trayelling agent of a 
manufilctaring company in Maryland. He called him- 
self a Baltimorean, and had mnch of the frank, gen^- 
roos manner characteristic of the well-bred people of 
that city. In person he was not less than six feet 
high— one of those forms that at the meridian of life 
begin to grow corpulent, bnt at his age (twenty-two 
or three) are not so thick as to impair their grace and 
activity. He was clad fashionably in a black broad- 
cloth frock, pantaloons of the same, and a pm^le velvet 
vest within which shone an immacolate shirt-frill bear- 
ing a diamond pin, which he snbseqnently informed ns 
had cost him five hundred dollars. A gold Maltese 
cross and chain overlaying his rich waistcoat, and a 
seal rmg and diamond upon one of his little fingers, 
further indicated his appreciation of jewelry. He had 
soft chestnat locks, readung to his coat-collar, and 
combed back from a well-developed forehead, exposing 
a pretty ear. His brows were nicely pencilled, his 
eyes blue, his nose and unbearded chm rather too long, 
.his complexion somewhat tanned but smooth as a 
child's. His mouth was not a good one, the upper lip 
being too short, and rather too thin ; but on the whole, 
he was accounted a good-looking fellow, with very 
pot>ular manners — a fact of which no one seemed to be 
more conscious than himself. 

Possibly I was a little envious, because the Balti- 
morean took not only the lion's share in the conversa- 
tion but mon<Q>oli2ed also the attention of the fisdr 
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Yirginian. My first impression was that he had 
Imown her for a long time, for he treated her as if 
they had been children together : I was surprised to 
learn that he had never seen her before that day. 
However, I will say this for him, I have no idea that 
he had any conception of his own assurance. Certdnly 
he was a very amusbg talker, and we all laughed 
heartily at his droll chaff and funny allusions to his own 
a4ventures on the road. 

Like all travellers. Palmer could pull a long bow, 
and many of his anecdotes had the largest possible 
amount of coloring. 

Speaking of the North, (a subject suggested by 
Sophy's allusion to my origin,) he remarked : ^^I once 
went upon a pilgrimage — a holy palmer, you know — 
as far as Boston, a great city built not like Amster- 
dam upon piles, but on cow-paths. Fm blest if it 
wasn't. They have there a gilt statue of a cow, in 
honor of the fact, and for many years reserved a public 
common sacred for the use of cattle, on account of it." 

**A statue of a cow!" exclaimed Miss Adkins, 
opening her pretty hazles in wonder, for in her sim- 
plicity she construed the facetious slander literally. 

^^ The mother of the golden calf, perhaps ? " cried 
Sophy, laughing. 

*^ Pon my honor I am serious 1 " said the wag. 

** A public common sacred to the use of cattle?" 
said Charlotte to Coote, who had taken a seat by her 
side. 

"They have," said Palmer, "a stupendous vene- 
ration for old traditions and institutions, ospeoiaUy 
roosters, frogs, grasshoppers and oodfish. On the top 
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of their principal ohurch, where the Mayor and Council 
sleep every Sunday forenoon, they have mounted a 
golden rooster, because Paul Revere heard one crow 
on the morning of the 19th of April 1775, when he 
drove into Concord with the news of the approach of 
the British : on the top of Faneuil Hall, the cradle in 
which they rock Liberty asldep, they have a golden 
grasshopper, because a crop of these edible and lively 
insects saved the Pilgrim fathers from starving, one 
season, when the pumpkins «give out : and in their Hall 
of Representatives, they have elevated a golden cod- 
fish as the presiding genius of the place and a fit em- 
blem of the source of their wealth." 

This came near enough to the truth for a tolerable 
caricature, and I laughed heartily, while the others 
not understanding the points in the joke so well, looked 
a little mystified. 

"But,'* said I, "where do you see, in the good 
people yon allude to, any veneration for frogs ? " 

" Why sir, in the midst of their common, under 
the shade o^ a big ehn, they have a frog-pond so sacred 
in their estimation, that they actually contemplate 
erecting in the centre of it, a colossal bronze statue of 
a frog, on a pedestal twenty feet high at a cost of ten 
thousand qnin|;als of A No. 1. mackerel I '* 

"What an extraordinary whim! " exclaimed Mss 
Kate, in honest wonder. 

"They are an extraordinary people,'* remarked 
Palmer, winking at me. 

"I declare," said Mr. Coote, "I once visited 
Boston, upon a commission for our House, but all these 
things escaped my notice." 



CJHAPTER yy. 

THB MXJBBBB. 

Thb holy Palmer having blown his Masti treated 
his long tongae to a short rest. The conyersation then 
became more general, and as Wright had gone oiit» 
under pretence of looking at the widow's wheat crop, 
the moment that the sabject of Lu's miafortone was 
mentioned, it assumed a very hilarious Ume -as soon 
as that topic was dismissed, and time passed rapidly 
until we were called to dinner at one o'clock. It was 
a repast equally abimdant and tasteful; only there 
were too many waiters. Old Pete, magnificently 
attired, in a white linen dress coat, white Test and 
highly polished top-bdbts, was in himself a host, and 
the rest were *' wasteful and ridiculous excess.** It 
always ^>oiIs my meal to have a fellow constantly 
watching my every motion, even to the glance of my 
eyes, and asking me every half minute what I wiU 
have next ; but perhaps this is because I have lived in 
camp so much. ^ 

Dinner over, the gay widow had some cigars 
brought in, and the ladies excused themselves, in <M*der 
to enjoy a siesta before taking a drive. 

'^How could you," said I to Palmer, when they 
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had left the room, ^^nm such a rig upon them in re- 
gard to Boston ? " 

He laughed heartily, and replied, ** Oh, if we didn't 
talk, we shouldn't say anything. Truthful description 
is prosy and dull: to entertain is the point; not to in- 
struct. If you aim to ezoel in conversation. Major, 
you must exaggerate as much as possible. Tes, sir, 
lay on the colors, and pile up the agony. That's the 
sort!" 

**Tou would make an excellent stump-speaker I " 
said Cale, sarcastically. 

** Thank you, my dear sir I" exclaimed Palmer, 
winking his eye at a glass of wine which he held up, 
**I may come to it. The stump is the first step to the 
White House." 

^^ There is a brilliant opportunity for you in South 
Carolina, if a small republic will content you," said L 

^No," he replied, ^I can't play second fiddle to 
John e. Calhoun. Like Riohelieu, he is the State : 
when it secedes he is to be king." 

*^I presume," said I, ^^ South Carolina has already 
voted herself out of the Union. This is the day she 
was to pass her Nullification act." 

^She is reckoning without her host," rejoined the 
Baltfmorean. *' Old Hickory, President Jackson, will 
have a word to say about that." 

The reader will remember that this period of our 
narrative was in November 1882, when the master* 
spirit of South Carolina, rankling with dis^pointed 
ambition and hatred of the Government of which he 
had been a member, had succeeded in making the 
people of that haughty State believe, that the Tarifi* and 
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revenue laws enacted by Congress for the protection 
of American manufacturing and mechanical skill, were 
so onerous upon the South as to justify rebellion — or aa 
he preferred to call it, Nullification. 

*^It cannot be denied,'* said Cale, *^that the 
South is taxed ratiier heavily for your fieustory system." 

^^ That's a fact 1 " chimed in Coote, who, represent- 
ing an importing house, was in favor of free trade. 

" The new tariff is higher than is necessary," I re- 
marked, *' and ought to be reduced, but the remedy 
should be by peaceful and legal means not by rebel- 
lion. When the Hartford Convention tried to per- 
suade New England to oppose the war of 1812, be- 
cause the coast and shipping of that section would have 
to bear the brunt of the British hostilities, no one 
cried "treason," louder or more scornfully than South 
Carolina; and she has rung the' changes upcm it ever 
since. It furnished her crack orator, Ha3me, the ma- 
terial for his attack upon Massachusetts, in the Senate, 
you remember, when Daniel Webster forever demol- 
ished his hopes of being the master speech-maker, by 
his eloquent refutation of the calumny. Yet, for fax 
less cause than moved the disaffected few who met at 
Hartford to pass the anti-war resolutions, Calhoun, 
Hayne, McDuffie, and their confederates, are in favor 
of breaking up the Federal Union I " 
^ " Lucifer wasn't satisfied to serve in heaven, you 
know, but preferred to rule in hell," said Palmer. " It's 
so with John C. Calhoun. He is as proud as the devil. 
I wonder he's content to let God rule 1 " 

"They say," s^d Cale, with a sneer, " that he is a 
very moral, relipous man ! " . • 
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**He submits to God^s reign, because he can't help 
ity'' I remarked: 'Met our President be prompt and 
active to suppress the threatened rebellion, as he is 
firm and decided in other things, and South Carolina 
will return to her allegiance as abruptly as she aban* 
doned it.*' 

"She will never submit to the present tariff" 
said Coote. 

*' Confound all free-trade notions, say 1 1 " exclaimed 
Palmer; ''Henry Clay is right: our manufactures and 
mechanics cannot compete with the poorly paid labor 
of Europe I They need protection, for a few years 
more, at least. Besides, it is the duties that support 
the Government." 

''Let that be done by direct, taxation," said Mr. 
Coote. 

"Come, come, gentlemen, drop your politics!" 
cried Mrs. Morlis, as she entered the room, dressed 
for a ride. " The country will be safe without you, 
for an hour. We are going to have a drive to the 
Falls, and you must come along." 

On the piazza, we found the young ladies, gayly 
rigged for the excursion, and in tip-top spirits. In 
front of the door-yard, under the shade of the cedars, 
were two carriages with a handsome team of mules to 
each. The disposition of the party into the two 
vehicles by the bustling hostess was such that whUe 
the fair Virginian fell to my lot, and Sophy and Char- 
lotte to Messieurs Palmer and Coote, respectively, 
the sober-sided Cale had the pleasure of riding with the 
widow, herself. 

The pointers accompanied us, barking and leaping 
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to their hearts' content. Old Pete was never prouder. 
He glanced aronnd at the other driver as much as to 
say, " observe how I do it : mark me well, and copy 
after my pattern.'* 

The drive waa very agreeable. The Cherokee 
portion of Georgia was a rich, productive country — 
well-cultivated in spots by the Indians, (who were fur- 
nished with seeds and implements at the expense of 
the U. S. Government,) and abounded in picturesque 
scenery. 

There are a number of beautiful waterfalls in the 
upper section of the State, and one of these we visited. 
It was not a large body of water, but fell from a 
height of more than five hundred feet. 

Although a November day, the sun was warm, 
and it was a luxury to sit upon the rocks under the 
shade of magnolias and sycamores, and watch the 
cataract tumble down into the foaming water, near 
by us. 

It must have been about four in the afternoon 
when our party left this picturesque spot and rode 
homeward: the carriage I was in leading off. We 
had not gone far upon the highway, before, our at- 
tention was attracted by a spectacle more common on 
Broadway, with its slippery pavement, than upon a 
country road. A horse, attached to a vehicle, lay pros- 
trate in the way. 

Upon approaching nearer, we were shocked to see 
the horse dying, and the body of a gentleman lying 
upon the ground. Springing from the carriage, I ran 
to his aid. Alas ! it was too late : he was dead. As 
I turned the lace of tlie coipse out of a i>ool of blood, 
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to. examine the features, Charlotte Morlis attered his 
name and swooned. 

"It is Doctor Mills 1" exclaimed Peter. "Some- 
body has killed his horse and murdered de Doctor ! " 

While he was yet speaking, the animal breathed its 
last — ^its death evidently caused by a loss of blood 
from a wound in the throat. 

A nistling sound in the grove which skirted the 
road attracted my attention, and I saw the form of a 
woman glide out of sight into the wood. 

Good God ! was my impression right ? I took it to 
be Ln ! But no one else had seen the person, and I 
said nothing. 

By this time our friends in the other carriage had 
alighted and come to the spot. I hastened to the re- 
lief of Charlotte ; poor Coote, who sat on the back seat 
with her, being of no manner of service in this juncture, 
but shaking as with an ague. 

Miss Adkins preserved her presence of mind, but 
Cale and Mrs. Morlis and Sophy, were shocked beyond 
measure. Palmer, on the contrary, was quite cool 
and volunteered to remain with the body until we 
could go for help. Charlotte soon recovered, but I 
advised, that, in consideration of her condition, she 
should be immediately removed from the appalling 
scene. This was earnestly seconded by Mr. Coote, 
and, as the ladies could do no good hy remaining, we 
sent them all home, under his protection, in the car- 
riage driven by Peter. 

When they were gone, Wright and I (leaving Pal- 
mer to guard the corpse,) sprang into the other 
vehicle, and drove rapidly to his fether's house, to ob- 
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tain assistance and give the alarm with a view to the 
pursuit of the murderer. 

^^Had Dr. Mills any enemy who would revenge 
himself by assassiDstion f " said I, to mj companion. 

*^No, I think not: jet it is possible," sud Cale. 
*^ He was a fearless gentleman, high-spirited, rash and 
heady : a native of South Carolina. In his time, he 
has fought two or three duels. But being a frank, and 
independent person, very convivial and lavish of hia 
means, he has always had a host of warm friends.*' 

^Such men usually have bitter enemies. What 
man of boldly-marked character has not ? " said L 

^^He has openly sided with the NulUfiers' con- 
spiracy against die Federal Gk>vemment,*' said Wright, 
** and it has been reported that a lot of volunteers, in 
the South Carolina interest, are in the burg a few miles 
from here awaiting his commands as their captain ; 
Calhoun having promised him a commission. He was 
of Huguenot extraction, and proud of it as Lucifer : 
in short a pretty correct type of South Carolina char- 
acter." 

^If he consorted with those conspirators, who 
would overturn our Government and destroy this 
glorious Union," said I, impetuously, *^he has not 
died an hour too soon, though I could have wished 
it had been in due course of law." 

*^ You are severe," rejoined Cale, ^ but the people 
of Oeorgia and Alabama would be indeed ungrateful 
to Gren. Jackson, if after all he is doing for them in the 
Indian matters, they should join this plot against him 
and the Federal Oovemment" 

'' That's a fact," said I. But to return to the sub- 
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ject <^ Doctor Millg, — ^' I did not think to see if he were 
robbed." 

** Now I think of it," luud Cale intermpting me, 
**I aUow I didn't notice the gold watch-guard that he 
' usually wore." 
^ ^The blow upon his forehead did not appear 
sufficient to canse death," I remarked. 

** So it appeared to me,** rejoined my firiend ; ** the 
blood came from the mouth: some internal hurt, I 
reckon.'* 

*^It is a mystery to me," I rejoined, and both re- 
lapsed into silence, — my own thoughts reverting to Lu, 
and internally asking the question in spite of me, 
^ Could she in her crazed condition hare perpetrated 
the murder?" 

Presently we met two field-hands plodding along . 
the road and talking very ezcite-dly. *^ These negroes 
belong to Mrs. Morlis," said my friend. 

^'Oh,ma8sa Galel" cried one, running up to us. 
" DrefBe times ober to your place I You better hurry 
home, you had." 

^ What hat occurred ? ' he inquired anxiously. 

^ Missus buckra Jim knock down massa Look, your 
oberseer, an' Docker Mills ups an' shoots him troo de 
head." 

«« Doctor Mills?" I exclaimed: ^^how long 
ago?" 

^^'Bout noon, massa I" replied the other negro, 
toudiing his old palm-leaf hat. 

" An' jus ' now," said his companion, tree white 
men druv by us, fas' as they could go, wid Jim's 
brudder Sam, in a waggin, tied hand and foot." 

9* 
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^'Who were they? Have yon any idea who the 
men were ? " inquired Cale. 

'^ I tink I seen am offin down dar in de willage, but 
I haint got no idy what dar name is," replied the 
fellow. 

'^ Didn't he speak to yon, as he passed, or cry for 
help?" I asked. * 

^^ No, massa : one ob de men were holding a pistil 
to his head," answered the slave. 

" For mercy's sake," cried Wright to our driver, 
^^ hurry on to our plantation, as £Eist as possible." 

We hastened on, scarcely knowing what to think 
of all this complication of troubles. 

Arriving at the plantation, we found a crowd around 
the hut usually occupied by Chloe and her two chil^ 
dren. In the midst of a crowd inside, we found the 
little family weeping and wailing over the body of the 
black husband and father, Jim, who after a few hours 
of unconsciousness, had just breathed his last; hia 
bandaged head resting in the lap of Mr. Perrin. 

The explanation of the scene, rendered to us by 
that gentleman, is reserved for another chapter. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE TBAGXDY. 

^It appears,'' said Mr. Perrin, as he walked forth 
with as into the air, (of which he stood in need,) that 
Chloe — Jim's wife — ^to avoid a threatened whipping, 
ran into the swamp this morning bat was caaght by 
Mr. Look, and bronght in, about 11 o'clock. Mistress 
Wright, your mother, deeply incensed against her, 
called to Dr. Mills, who was passing, and relating the 
drcimistanpes to him, asked if it woald be safe to 
whip her severely. His reply was that as Chloe was • 
soon to become a mother, it might endanger the life 
of the chUd, but it woald be safe to brand her on the 
cheek, and he recommended that it should be done 
immediately, not onlf with a view to punishment, but 
the better to identify her if she should succeed in 
making her escape at any future time. The Doctor, 
you know, is a very severe disciplinarian, and this 
morning he fully sympathised in the indignation of 
your mother agunst Chloe. He even offered to be 
present at the branding and, (at your father's sugges- 
tion) dress the bum. A cruel thing, sir ; " he added, 
turning to me; "how could he have the heart to 
doit?" 
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^Go on, sirl** said Cale; his pole brow obntncted 
aod teeth gratiiig together. 

*^ The OTerseer, Mr. Look, had bound the nnfortor 
nate woman's hands and feet, and she coold make no 
resistance except bj appeals and shrieks.'' 

"^ Where was the fool work dme?" said Wright, 
in a tone of half-snppressed rage. 

*^In her own hut, which we have jnst left,*^ was 
the reply.. 

*^ Who was present, besides the poor slave, and the 
overseer and Doctor? " asked Gale, with a look of 
stem anxiety. 

** Your mother I" 

With an expression of the most intense indignation 
upon his pale, distorted features, Wright exclaimed, — 

^^Maj the corse of God — ^ bat here he paused^ 
for with a look of earnest deprecation the parson had 
seized him by the arm, to stop him. 

^Have yon forgotten the commandment P " said 
Perrin, solemnly. " Honor thy father — ^ 

*' And thy mother 1 " said the impassioned yoong 
man, intermpting him and finishing the sentence in a 
tone of Mcomfnl sarcasm. • 

*^ It seems that poor Jim, the husband of Chloe, had 
heard of her capture and come over to intercede in 
her behalf. Hearing her shrieks before he arrived at 
her cabin, he ran in just as Look was branding her 
cheek with the red-Lot iron. Seizing the infernal in- 
strument under which she was writhing, Jim struck 
the overseer a terrible blow upon the head ; felling 
him to the floor. The same instant. Dr. Mills who 
had been superintending Look's operation, drew a 
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pistol from his pocket and shot the nnforttmate negro 
through the head I 

^^ I arrived just as the Doctor emerged from the 
cabin, after committing this rash and bloody act. 
Much excited, he called to a boy, who had run to the 
spot, (where a number of the house servants had 
already collected,) to harness his horse to his sulky ; 
for it appears that expecting to remain until afternoon, 
he had had the animal untackled, and turned into the 
acre-lot, there. The beast being a spirited, high- 
blooded thing, (a good deal like his master,) would not 
suffer the boy to catch him, which irritated Mills so 
much that he acted more like a madman than a sane 
person, and shouted to a negro to go to his sulky and 
fetch him his rifle. (He occasionally gets a shot at a 
deer or turkey, you know, in his long rides to his 
patients, and always has his rifle with him.) I inter- 
cepted the boy on his way back with the weapon, and 
unseen by the Doctor, who was swearing and shaking 
his fist at his horse, removed the percussion cap from 
the cone. Not observing but what it was all right, he 
put it to his shoulder, took aim at the animal, and 
pulled the trigger. Of course, the hammer snapped 
upon the bare cone and there was no explosion. With 
a curse, he threw the rifle upon the ground and 
.walked up and down, so suffused by rage that I 
thought the blood would burst from his eyes and 
nostrils 1 

Leaping over the fence, I went into the close and 
was fortunate enough to catch the horse almost im- 
mediately. I led him out, and he was harnessed in 
two minutes to the sulky, though somewhat loth. 
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The rifle had been replaced, and the choleric man 
jumped in. No sooner was he seated, than he took up 
his whip and gaye the animal a blow that made him 
rear up so high that I feared he would fall backward 
upon the vehicle. 

«( Don^t strike him again, I beg of you, Doctor I " 
cried 1 1 " but responding to me onlj with a curse, he 
laid on the whip again and again, utterly regardless of 
his own safety. The veins in the horse's face became 
distended and his eyes glared with rage. After rear- 
ing two or three times,%ow;ever, he made a- plunge 
forward and dashed down the road upon the run." 

^ I fear the Doctor will get his neck broke! " said 
I, to the boys who were looking on. 

**He ought to, massa PerrinI "* exclaimed one of 
them, ^ he's done shot buckra Jim.'* 

**Then I leamt something of the cause of the 
wailing of Chloe, which now fell mournfully upon my 
ears. Entering the hut, I met the overseer just about 
to leave it, in company with your mother, who was 
supporting him upon her aruL From them, I received 
their side of the story, and the other from Chloe, when 
they had gone. Now, gentlemen, you know all that I 
do of this tragical affidr. Of « course I could do no- 
thing for the recovery of poor Jim, but I stuck by him 
to the last, doing my best to make his condition easier 
and console his wretched wife and children." 

When the good Perrin thus ended his narrative, 
we caused his teyful eyes to open wide with astonish- 
ment at our tidings of Dr. Mills's assassination. 

The alarm was conmiunicated to the Squire and his 
household, and soon spread in every direction. Four 
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negroes, with a ]^tter, were sent in a wagon to the 
scene of the mnrder, while Perrin ■ and the elder 
Wright, followed in the vehiole with me : leaving Cale, 
at his own request, to take care t>f affidrs in the hat 
ofChloe. 

We found Palmer where we had left him ; but he 
was now surrounded by a dosen or more whites and 
negroes, to whom he was .expatiating upon his theory 
of the assasainalion. He believed it to be the work of 
highwaymen — ^perhaps some of the Murrell gang — ^for 
the sake of theJ>octor'8 watch and valuables, of which 
he had discovered that the body had been robbed. 

By virtue of his commissioni) Squire Wright held 
an inquest upon the body. Upon a careful examina- 
tion of the corpse, no other wound was found than 
the one upon the forehead, which, Perrin agreed with 
me in bdievmg, was caused by the Doctor's fall for- 
ward upon the ground where he lay when I found him. 
The blood irom the mouth, was owing, we thought to 
a hemorrhage. In short, but for the death of the 
horse, we should have no hesitancy in pronouncing the 
decease of Dr. Mills one of those sudden but natural 
visitations of Providence which often occur. 

Palmer, I remember, having started the theory of 
murder and robbery, persisted in adhering to it ; and 
he had the majority of the jury with him. However, 
as we could not agree, it was left an open question ; it 
being decided, not to render a verdict until the follow- 
ing day, by which time we hoped to obtain evidence 
that would throw more light upon the m3r8tery. 

The body was then placed upon the litter, and 
borne by four negroes to the residence of the WrightSi 
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where it was left, for the present, injhe charge of the 
Squire. Intelligence of the facts was next despatched 
to the family — the Evans's — with whom the deceased 
had resided since hh had come from South Carolina to 
practice medicine in this section. 

Accompanied by Perrin and Palmer, I hurried off 
to a village — " The Burg," it was called — ^three or four 
miles distant. As we passed, it was evident that the 
excitement was extending to other plantations. The 
whites were enraged at the death of Mills, which they 
believed to be the work of one or tUore despen^te 
slaves. The blacks, on the other hand, were equally 
discontented with th% homicide of Jim, and satisfied 
that the subsequent killing of the Doctor by the mur- 
dered negro's brother (as was now alleged,) was per- 
fectly justifiable in the sight of God, if not of the law* 

Upon arriving at The Burg we found the place in 
quite a hubbub. The two or three groceries and 
whiskey shops were crowded outside and in, by crews 
of half-drunken fellows, small planters, attaches of the 
Indian agencies, half-breed Cherokees, and ^'poor 
white men," talking boisterously, and swearing like 
pirates. Most of these rascals were volunteers in the 
company which was to have joined the Army of South 
Carolina, but what were they to do, now that their 
commander was killed ? They knew only one thing 
as yet, and that was they would avenge his murder, 
the first thing. " They had got the nigger," they told 
us, " that done it, and the only question was whether 
they should do execution upon him now or wait till a 
bigger crowd could be collected to witness it. The 
ludges were now talking it over." 
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''You talk as if he had had a trial," said I, m- 
quiringly. 

"Yes, he's been tried by Lynch law, blast his 
black heart ! " cried one, and all the rest laughed. 

"Where are the judges?" I asked, "I know 
something of this matter, and would like to see 
them." 

"They're in Cobb's old shanty," was the reply, 
** but thar's no use o' yer tryin' to change the Tar- 
dick!" 

We were shown to an old one story frame building, 
which was used only for the storage of whiskey. There, 
on two or three barrels, sat the judges in consultation. 
Jake Ward was one of them. A large, full-grown 
" likely negro," lay upon the floor, groaning under the 
cords by which his limbs were tightly bound as if with 
the purpose of torturing him. This I took to be the 
ill-starred Sam. 

"Good day, your honors I" said Palmer as 
we entered; at the same time politely doffing his 
hat and bowing with a mock politeness which they 
regarded as genuine respect. "May it please the 
Court, we came from Mrs. Morlis, the owner of 
this boy." 

" Yes, massa, Fm her boy ; Fm Sam I De widder 
Morlis is my missus. I'se so glad you come 1 " cried 
the prisoner joyfully, and, bursting into tears, he cried 
like a child. * 

"Taint no use I" said one of the judges, of the 
Code Lynch, a thick-set, heavy featured ruffian, with 
a red nose and a black beard : " the widow will be 
paid his vally, (which aint much I reckon,) and he 
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most suffer the penalty. Hand's too good for him^ 
and he mast be burned." 

** He were caught in the act, Majw," responded 
Jake Ward. 

^ Oh, maasa, massa I It wasn't so 1 " exclaimed the 
prisoner. 

^' Silence 1'* roared Jake Ward, in a stentorian 
tone, and shaking his fist at the negro. *' Silence, or 
FU make Rome howl 1" 

^^Maj it please, your worships," said Palmer, 
bowing again, ** my theory is that the murder of Dr. 
Mills was succeeded by robbery, and I ask myself is 
the robber before me ? " 

*^What dy'e mean?" said Jake in a sullen tone 
and lowering upon the speaker. As sure as I live, it 
struck me that the rascal looked guilty. He was put 
at his ease again, however, by Palmer. 

*' I mean to say," said the latter, ^* is that nigger 
the robber?" 

^ Oh no, massa, no ; I neber took nothin' I " cried 
Sam. " I seed de Doctor^s boss down, and I went to 
help him. Tore I got to him de Doctor fell flat on to 
his face, and died on de spot." 

** A likely story I " exclaimed the judge, who had 
not yet spoken ; a tall, slab-sided chap, a good deal 
the worse for rotgut whiskey. A coarse laugh from 
the other two succeeded. 

" Was any money or jewelry fouhd upon this ne- 
gro ? " I inquired. 

^^This wallet was found at his feet when we took 
him," replied Jake Ward, handing me a little leathern 
pocket book, in which I found two or three medical 
Drescriptions. 
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*^ I don't know nothin' abont it," said Sam, weeping. 

" Who found this ? " I asked. 

** I did,'* replied Jake, but I fancied his eyes fell 
before the keen, searching glance I gave him. I 
thought of Ln, at that moment, and Tentured the 
inquiry, *^ was any other person in sight at the time 
yon came upon Sam in that attitude? Any man, 
or woman?" 

Two of the three replied in the negatire: the other 
was not present at the arrest 

" And is it really your purpose, gentlemen, to bum 
up this Taluable property?" inquired Palmer in his 
blandest tones. ** Consider; gentlemen! it is a 
great waste, besides being a vile way of executing 
ft man?" 

*^It shall not be done!" I exdainied indig- 
nantly. 

*^De Lord bress yon, massal" cried the poor 
fellow, who little thought alas! how ' powerless 
I was. 

" Why don't you leave him to a regular judicial 
trial ? " said I. *^ Squire Wright began an inquest to- 
day, which he wiU finish to-morrow. Wait at least 
until the coroner's jury shall have rendered a verdict. 
If Sam committed the murder, (as I am confident he 
did not,) his motive must have been revenge, not rob- 
bery : yet the body was found robbed of both watch 
and money 1 " 

**0h," rejoined the black-whiskered man, "he was 
mad because Dr. Mills shot his brother." 

** Poor Jimmy I my poor brudder Jimmy 1 " sobbed 
Sam "I didn't know he was kUt, massa, until dese 
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yere men took me np. It am de troof^ bo help me 
God I'' 

" I believe you, Sam," said I, " so cheer up." 

Then Palmer in his off-hand, plausible manner 
reasoned with the three ruflSans, and (winding up with 
an invitation to take a drink with him,) obtained their 
promise to stay proceedings against their prisoner until 
next day at noon. 

A^r I had loosened his bonds somewhat, the men 
went out with us — ^first placing two of the outsiders 
into the shanty to guard the helpless negro— and hav- 
ing obtained the promised refreshment, bade us good- 
bye, with the assurance that Sam's situation should be 
made more comfortable, until we were all satisfied 
that he was guilty. 

These "were the best terms, that we could make for 
the poor fellow, and leaving a little money to be ap- 
propriated for his nourishment, i^e left the settlement 
and returned to our friends to represent how matters 
stood and seek means for his deliverance. 

Alas ! our hope was destined to be dasKed by bitter 
disappointment. At night, a messenger whom we had 
despatched to The Burg returned with the horrible 
intelligence, that the unhappy slave had been burned 
alive! 

The atrocious deed was executed just at sun-down, 
and within an hour after we left the village. Hie 
assurance which we had received from the trio had 
either been treacherously broken by them, or else they 
were over-ruled by the mob, who asserted that it was 
necessary to make an awful example of the murderer* 
(as they called him,) in order to strike terror into the 
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hearts of all unruly negroes, and secure quiet upon the 
plantations. 

Thus terminated a fearful but not unprecedented 
tragedy, through which three lives fell a sacrifice to 
the Moloeh of slavery. I had heard of similar cases 
before, and have since known of instances almost or 
quite equal to it in atrocity, but none that came so 
close known to me, and thrilled me like that, to the 
heart's core. 

Its consequences were felt long afterward. Called 
thence by business to another quarter, I was enabled 
to avoid any experience of them. Two of my friends 
were not so fortunate. Young Wright accused his 
mother of oppression, deceit and cruelty, and after a 
t>itter altercation with her and his father, left the pa- 
ternal abode, never more (as he then thought,) to re- 
turn to it. 

Mr. Perrin's honest indignation and bold denun- 
ciation of the diabolical execution of the slave, Sam, 
brought upon his head the wrath of the excited and 
dissolute colhmnnity in which it had been committed, 
and he was warned to leave that neighborhood. Brave 
as a hero, in a good cause, (and he could never be in- 
duced to enlist in any other,) ^e took no notice of the 
tl^reat, and abated no jot of his strictures upon the con- 
stant violations of law and decency in The Burg. The 
result was, that he was way-laid by a gang of the 
ruffians, and, after a severe beating, ignominiously 
treated to a coat of tar and feathers. His friends ad- 
vised him to quit the place ; but, until he had legal 
warning, he refused to do it, upon compulsion : and it 
was not until Squire Wright, acting under the influ- 
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ence of the inoenBed Burgers, took it upon himself in 
his official capacity, to pnt the inoffensive dominie 
under bonds to keep the peace, that Perrin concluded 
it was '*no use contending against (be common- 
whelp," and took his departure for a more ciirilized 
region. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

PIVB TEAB8 AFTBB. 

Ik the fall of 183-, after three years in the Florida 
Berrice, and one more in Washington, D. C, I had the 
honor of a personal interview with Gen. Jackson, pre- 
paratory to re-visiting Georgia. It was both agreeable 
and useful, though not of my seeking. 

Conducted to his room, by his famous old porter, I 
found the President alone. He was habitually an early 
riser, and had appointed an almost ante-breakfast hour 
for my call. 

It may be regarded as a work of supererogation to 
minutely describe the personal appearance and man- 
ners of Andrew Jackson. He wore no beard upon his 
long and corrugated face ; from his narrow and 
wrinkled forehead, his hair (whitened as much by 
military exposure and public cares as by age,) rose 
upright and firm as if it partook of the character of the 
indomitable brsdn to which it was near neighbor.. His 
gray eyes looked from under rather heavy but well- 
shaped brows, not suspiciously, for that was not 
natural to him, but keenly, and with an evidently in- 
tuitive appreciation of those with whom he con- 
versed. His high-cheek bones were a little prominent, 
the cheeks thin, his nose good-sized and regular, his 
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chin rather long, and the thin lips covering closely a 
rather prominent mouth. In figure, he was high 
' shouldered, tall and slim, but muscular ; in speech and 
motion, quick, energetic and nervous ; in manner frank, 
hearty, self-reliant and decided. 

*^6ood morning, Major," said he extending his 
hand to me, without rising ; ^ Yon are punctual : I like 
* you the better fSr it. Sit dowv. CoL Williams tells 
me you are as familiar with the Cherokee country as 
any other man in the service. As a topognqdiical 
engineer you can be of use to n^, there. Ton will 
start to-morrow.'* 

" To-day, if your Excellency — ** 

*^ General, you mean," said he, correcting me. 
^ Your promptness pleases me, but I said to-morrow, 
and to-morrow be it. There are others not so ready 
as you. But no matter. I have sent for you, because 
it is a delicate business and I think fit to make my 
own suggestions, personally, to every man in the com* 
mission." 

" You are very good, General," said L 

^^ Never mind that: this is what you are to re- 
member," he contmued, ** I want the topography of 
the entire Cherokee country, but more especially of 
the mountain flatnesses in Georgia and North Caro- 
lina. It is precisely what the Indian leaders would 
not like to have in my possession. My treaty with 
John Ross their half-breed chief provides for their re- 
moval during the present year. I reckon he means to 
keep faith with me, for the excellent reason that he 
will make more money by fulfilling the contract than 
by breaking it." 
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<^Bat if bis people shonld refuse to go? Then I 
should make them, sir. It is that contingency I am 
preparing for. Some rascally politicians from South 
Carolina, and mandlSn philanthropists from the North, 
are meddling in these Indian affairs and obstructing 
their removal. By the Eternal!" be exclaimed, 
warming up and striking his fist on the table, ^* I only 
wish I bad the hanging of a few of th^m I They 
should have short shrift. However, that's my affisur, 
not yours. Major,'' he added calmly, after a moment's 
refleotion, — ** what I want of you is to become one of 
Col Williams' corps, visit the localities, and sketch the 
topographical maps I am in need o£ It must be done 
under tiie rose : if your mission were suspected, your 
sketches would be destroyed, and you, too, it may be. 
Entire secresy is essential If you were known to be 
in the employment of the Government, it would djBfeat 
my object* It will not do for any two of your corps 
to be seen together, in the Indian country. You will 
be an artist taking sketches of mountain scenery : you 
understand?" ♦* * 

The idea was both feasible and amusing, and I as- 
sented with a nod and a smile. 

^Tou are pleased with my plan," said the Presi- 
dent, " and believe you can do your part in its execu- 
tion ? Good 1 That's half the battle. Col. Williams, 
mader whose directions you will act, will talk with 
you further about it. I have only to add, that the 
guise yon assume must be consistently preserved to the 
end. I rely upon your discretion." 

^^The part is not a hard one, sir, and I will do my 
best." 
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*^The best can do no more," he rejoined, rising 
from his seat : '^ and now good morning, Major ! " 

" Good morning, General ! " 
» He extended his hand and shook mine cordially, 
and I withdrew. 

The instructions of General Jackson were executed 
by Col. W., and the gentlemen of our corps, in every 
particular ; but I will speak only of my personal ex- 
perience. 

Mounted like a common traveller, with the addition 
only of my field-book and pencils, and a revolver in 
the breast pocket of my gray broadcloth frock, I 
traversed and surveyed, as thoroughly as could be 
done without an instrument and chain, the portion of 
Indian coimtry the topography of which bad been 
allotted to me to sketch. 

l^e diagrams and notes thus made, furnished 
rather crude material for a good topographical map, 
but it was sufficiently accurate for the President's 
purpose. It had been ordered by Col. Williams, that 
the distances should be obtained by keeping our horses 
at a uniform gait and timing them — a rule which my 
well-trained beast, the faithful Jack, seemed to under- 
stand '^like a human." Always a good walker (a 
great thing in a rough country,) his gait now was as 
regular as clock-work, and when I paused at a fork in 
the road, a stream, or other noteworthy place to sketch 
a little, he would stand, in spite of the flies, as im- 
movable as a statue, that I might make my pencillings 
with facility. 

It was necessarily slow work, the country being ex- 
tensive. I began my task early in autumn, while the 
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wild scenery was yet beautiful, and did not finish it 
until the snow had fallen a foot deep on some of the 
ridges, which I traversed, in North Carolina and 
Geor^a. On several occasions, night overtook me far 
distant from any human habitation, in the midst of a 
wilderness, in which my only guide was a pocket com- 
pass^ and my only companion my faithful steed. In 
such cases my lodging was the cold ground, with my 
saddle for a pillow, and no lullaby sweeter than the 
soughing of the wind in the tree-tops, or the distant 
howiing of the wolves. The danger was less than the 
discomfort, and that was not so much as to pre- 
vent sleep. The bears were sufficiently numerous, 
yet never tfoubled me much. One night, a huge 
one aroused me by poking his nose under my blan- 
ket, but as soon as he felt the cold muzzle of my re- 
volver, notwithstanding the nature of his kind is 
stupid, he instinctively retired, and walked leisurely 
away. 

The Indians whom I encountered, here and th^re, 
were mostly cultivators of the soil — an occupation 
in .which the Government had rendered them much 
assistance in former years by the gift of the best kind 
of implements and seeds. Indian com was their 
largest product, and some owned extensive fields. One 
of these — ^the property of John tloss, the half-breed 
chief--oontained one hundred and ten acres, and had 
yielded that summer a crop estimated hi eleven 
thousand bushels. With the white man's religion, the 
Cherokees had adopted his dress in nearly every par* 
ticular ; but at their festivals and dances they would 
don their aboriginal costume, cast the creed to the 



168 WAIVWOOD. 

dogs, and with the aid of paint and feathers, and 
the skins of animals, appear in all their primitiTe 
savagery. 

Those who met, or orertook me, in mj solitaiy 
sarveys, or at whose cabins I lodged, expressed no in- 
terest in my occnpation, and would regard me, when 
engaged at my work, with stolid indifference* The 
white squatters annoyed me occasionally by their cnri- 
osity, and, had they been Yankees, would hare cer- 
tainly discoyered the nature of my commission, not- 
withstanding that I carried a few sketches, which I bad 
made, of cataracts and other scenes of interest to aa 
artist. A fellow of that sort, came suddenly upon me, 
once, as I stood at a turn in the road taking down 
the topography, or, to use a common phrase, ^*the 
lay o£ the land,'' and he obtained a glance at my 
book and pencU before I had time to thrust them in 
my pocket. 

'* Aha, stranger ; now I caught yer at it I " he ex- 
claimed, in grreat delight at his discovery, and chuck- 
ling shrewdly. ^' Now I know what yer round looking 
at our location for. Ye mean to bid on it at the Gk>v« 
emment sale. But I tell yer what tis, stranger, Fve 
squatted on this yere section myself, and ef yer think 
to bid higher than I kin fur it, ye'll have to run it-np 
to a right smart figur' I '* 

I replied, with a hearty laugh at his mistake, 
that I was no land speculator myself nor was I 
likely to bid off a dollar's worth. I had made some' 
sketches of the scenery, but didn't care a stiver for the 
land. 

He would not believe however, but what I was 
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making a survey with a view of a purchase, and as he 
passed on, he reiterated the remark that I would have 
to bid high, in* order to get it. The public sale of 
laud in that quarter occurred a few months after the 
arrival of troops to secure the emigration of the 
Indiana, and such was the competition that the bids 
ran up as high as thirty dollars an acre. The terms 
6f payment were, one-fourth cash down, one-fourth 
in three months, one-fourth in six months, and the 
balance in nine months ; or, in default to forfeit the 
amount paid. There were two causes for this infla- 
tion of prices, neither of which was very creditable to 
the good sense of the buyers. One was, that com 
commanded a dollar a bushel in the Cherokee country 
at that time, and the land yielded it abundantly ; the 
other was that in some sections gold dust had been 
discovered. That it would yield large crops the 
Cherokees had abundantly demonstrated, but the 
bidders seem to have been blind to the fact, that the 
troops, whose large consumption of com had raised 
and sustained the high price of food would soon be 
withdrawn. Nor did they appreciate the truth 
that even if every acre contained gold-dust, to get 
it might cost more than it would come to. The 
buyers, mostly squatters, had enough money remain* 
ing from their sales of com to the troops, to make 
the first quarterly payment for the land which they 
had bid ofE^ but only a few were able to meet the 
second demand, and the most of it reverted to the 
Government. 



CHAPTER XXHL 



I YIND WAIVWOOD. 



Whilx engaged in making my topographical notes 
in the mountain wilds, once the haunt of the Creek 
Indian and still the resort of the Cherokee, several in- 
cidents occurred, meriting a place in our narrative. 

Upon a warm daj in the month of October, my 
good steed was patiently threading his way along the 
tortuous windings of a water-course, when the idea 
occurred to me that a bath and swim would be both 
agreeable and salutary. Most of the streams that I 
have seen in the South are muddy and not at all at- 
tractive to the bather, but this glided by its rocky 
banks clean and invitingly. Having undressed, I 
plunged in, and gave chase to a large gray squirrel 
which was swinuning across, a short distance ahead 
of me, to make a morning call upon one or mdre of 
her set in the beautiful oak grove opposite. She beat 
me, however^ and attaining the £irther bank, scrambled 
up the ledge, into the nearest tree, to take a good look 
at her strange pursuer. 

Ascending the bank to obtain a better view of 
some elegant magnolia flowers, with their waxen leaves 
and deep green varnished rinds, I beheld a spectacle 
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that riveted me to the spot, and ahnost suspended my 
breath. There lay upon the brown moss, at the base 
of the majestic tree, a black bear, asleep, and at his 
side,^eclining npon his huge bulk, with one little arm 
around his neck, a beautiful child, some four or five 
years old. The little curly head of the fairy-like 
creature rested npon the animal's shoulder, and she 
slumbered as luxuriously as the sultana upon her otto- 
man. It was a strangely interesting sight, reminding 
me of the Arabian story of '* Beauty and the Beast,'' 
and so entranced me that for a few moments I forgot 
myself and everything else but it. Nerer in all my 
life, I thought, had I beheld a being so marvellously 
lovely. The features were as exquisite as ever limner 
drew, and the coloring defied Titian's cunning hand to 
improve it. There was intellect in the fair forehead, 
health in the rosy cheek and lip, and a merry elf 
played at the comers of her mouth, and in the dimple 
in her chin. . She was only half clad ; a coarse brown 
slip, or sack, affording her a scanty covering ; leaving 
her lower limbs exposed. Her little nut-brown feet 
were crossed, and in one hand, resting upon her knee, 
she held a flower. The group, so statuesque, had no 
terrors for an oriole near by, and it hopped first upon 
bruin's head, and then plucked at a soft, chesnut ringlet 
of the chOd, They were upon one side of the tree and 
I upon the other, almost entirely scre6|^ed by its large 
trunk, from their view ; but awakened by the roguish 
little bird, the fairy thing opened her beautiful blue 
eyes full upon my face. Uttering a cry of terror, as if 
she saw an ogre, she was up and off like a flash ; flying 
through the green wood as the hare flees from the 
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hunter. Her companion, the bear, followed more 
leisurely, ever and anon pausing, and turning as if to 
. warn me not to follow. 

When I had regained the other bank and di^essed 
myself I heard the voice of a woman, who was beyond 
view but evidently dose at hand. There was a bend 
in the river just above my place of bathing, and 
mounting my nag I rode slowly in that direction, along 
an Indian path. In a few moments, I saw a great fat 
negress washing clothing upon the other side of the 
stream. Some years had elapsed since I last saw her 
but I had no difficulty in recognizing the woman of 
the ** dark house." She was alternately sin^g and talk- 
ing to herself. 

Concealed by a clump of black-jack oaks that were 
more like bushes than trees, I sat at ease in my saddle 
and watched her for some moments. Presently Sn ob- 
ject appeared at her side, that I was satisfied was 
my long lost Waif of the Wood. It was the little 
beauty who had flown from me a few minutes before. 
From her earnest gesticulation, I inferred that she was 
relating what she had seen. 

I could hardly refrain from emerging from my 
covert and addressing them, but prudently restrained 
the impulse. Shortly, the negress wrung out the 
clothes which she had washed in the river, and put 
them into a go^»trt drawn by a small mule, upon the 
back of which the child mounted, while her unwieldy 
protectress clomb heavily into the vehicle. Then they 
disappeared in the wood ; Waifwood chirruping to her 
donkey as they went. 

Jack and I forded the stream, and quietly followed 
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them at a distance, unseen. When they reached their 
cabin, I ^was in the grove beyond the corn-field, and 
saw the woman unharness the mule, and little Waif 
lead him to the bam, from which I surmised rightly 
that, fortunately, that ugly heathen, Hoko, was not at 
home. 

When the fiury one had followed the sooty one 
into the hut, I rode through the corn-field up to the 
door, where the first to salute me (and that in no 
gentle tone,) was the pet bear, which brought instantly 
to the §ntranoe the beautiful child, herself; but she 
ran back again as quickly as she had come forth, for 
she was afraid of a stranger. 

Five years of hard service, mostly in Florida, and 
a scar on my forehead, had altered my appearance 
materiaUy, and I was no longer the youngster that I 
was when the wife of Hoko last saw me ; consequently, 
I was not surprised that she did not recognize me, 
when shQ came forth and asked what I wanted. 

^Refreshment of course, my good woman," I re- 
plied, ^ and here is a dollar for your trouble." 

The sight of the bright coin, made her eyes shine, 
for specie was a rare article in the States in that period 
of financial derangement and crippled currency. She 
took it, eagerly, and in the same, soft, oleagmous, tone 
as formerly invited n^ to alight, if I would accept of 
such rough fare as she had to ofier. — ^^ Nuffin," she 
said, **but com bread and venison, 'less I kills de 
rabbit." 

The child, who was clinging to her skirts, looked 
shocked at the mention of such a sacrifice, and catch- 
ing up the long-eared pet in her bosom, she stood 
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with tearful eyes, resting her rosy cheek against its 
soft skin. 

**No," said I, dismoonting ; **yonr fare is good 
enough for me, without the rahbit It is a pretty 
creature, and I would not have it harmed for the 
world." 

The little girl's countenance brightened at this, 
and though she shrank back a pace as I adyanced to 
caress her pet, she soon began to like me better. I 
was always fond of children, and I think she knew by 
intuition that I liked her. As like begets %ke, we 
shortly attained to a very friendly footing. I allowed 
her to lead Jack to the bam, and when the notion 
took her that she would like to ride instead of walking 
thither, I placed her upon his back ; which delighted 
her exceedingly. 

She resembled her father, in the softness of her 
blue eyes and the perfection of her mouth and chin, 
but her nose was less prominent and sharply delineated 
than his, and the nostrils more curved and flexible. 

** What is your name, my little one ? " said I to 
her, when we reached the bam, and she yaulted lightly 
to the ground. 

** Why, don't you know my name ? " she exclmmed ; 
opening wide her eyes in wonder ; " my name's Pic I 
Gk>od horse, good horse! " said she, patting my steed 
on the nose, as I removed the saddle; ^^ what's his 
name ? " 

"Jack,"IrepUed. 

" Do you think that's as pretty as Pomp ? That's 
what we call our mule," she rejoined. *^ Lor sus ! your 
horse put his nose right into my hair I" and then 
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the prattler -langhed merrily and pressed her lips 
to his. 

^* Gradooa me ! *! I exclaimed, as I took off the 
bridie ; ^ oan yon kiss a horse ? " 

^* Oh yes," she replied, leading him into a vaoant 
stall, '^heUkes it.'' 

*^ Ood bless yoor kind heart I " I rejoined, patting 
her chesnat hair, when she came oiA. 

'« Who ia Hp ? " she asked. 

"Who is God?" said I: "don't you know Him?" 

She shook her early head, and replied with child- 
like mmpEcity, " I don't know anybody bnt mammy, 
and Pomp, and Growler, and Kit my rabbit, and Bur- 
row my woodehuck, and Limp, our old gopher, and 
the birds and squirrels I You wont go away, will 
you? " she added ooaxingly. 

" I should not like to leare you, my little cherub I " 
I answered, and taking her up in my arms, gave her a 
good hug and a kiss, and put her down. 

"Take me up a^ainl" she exclaimed, holding up 
her little hands to me, and looking wishfully. Gladly 
complying, I carried her to the house. 

"'Pears zef you two were good friends right 
away I " cried the negp^ess, as she stood in the door- 
way. "Pic! you git down, and git me suthing to 
light the fire." 

"You come, tool" whispered Waifwood, and 
kissed roe. She led me to where a huge pine and a 
birch tree, had fallen near the cabin, since my former 
visit to the clearing, and tearing some pieces of bark 
from each, put them into my hands and went' for more. 
" You care dat and I care dis," said she, bringing along 
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a little in her hands : and in this fufaion we went into 
the cabin together. Then, mj little Mend, took me 
out to while away the time, until ** mammj" should 
have the yenison wanned np and the oornrdodger baked 
in the ashes. 

Jjost then, the bear, attracted bj the smell of the 
cooking, perhaps, left his lunch of acorns, in the wood, 
and came at a deliberate pace towards the hut. **Dair 
is old Growler r' .cried Waif^ and running to the 
animal, she seated herself upon his back and rode to the 
ispot where I stood. Dismounting, she made him 
stand upright, then upon his head, and to perform a 
variety of tricks, to amuse me. This done, she suf- 
fered the docile beast to walk into the cabin. Tlien, 
taking my hand, she drew me, with childish earnest- 
ness, to the burrows of her woodchuck and rabUt. 
Calling each by its name, she showed me how tame 
they were. But the birds and squirrels, in the trees, 
appeared to be her most &Tored pets. To a number 
of these, of different kinds, she had g^ven appellatives 
to which they answered. They would come, too, to 
her cluck or whistle, for she usually had com or 
crumbs to give them, or at least a caress. Now, they 
were a little shy of me, but ran or hopped to Waif- 
wood so eagerly that at one moment, whQe she was 
amusing me in this manner, she had upon each of her 
beautiful little shoulders a squirrel, upon her head an 
oriole, and in her hand a mocking bird, all of whidi 
she alternately scolded and praised, with as much 
unction as if they understood perfectly what she said. 

*^ You must be quite happy here, my little angel, 
with all these pets.*' 
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'^ Oh, no, not qoite," she replied, "I want another 
little girl. Sometimes Fm lonesome, and then mammy 
says ef I don't stop crying she'll let Bob Murrell come 
and take me off and sell me. So I aint all happy," 
Her blue eyes filled with tears as she spoke. 

"Did yon ever see Murrell, my dear ? '' I inqnired, 
for that was the name of the kidnapper who had 
stolen her while an infiint and brought her to this 
hut. 

She replied in the negatire, and asked me if there 
were any litde girls where I lived : and when I told 
her, she wanted to know all their names, and how 
they looked, and if she were anything like them* 
There was a wishfnlness in her expression as she 
gased earnestly into my face, while I endeavored to 
satbfy her cariosity, that went to my very heart. It 
was a cruel thing that this interesting child should be 
deprived of all appropriate companionship, and brought 
up in utter ignorance both of God and the world 
beyond the wilderness in which her lot was cast* Of 
course, I had already resolved to get her away firom 
there, if it were a possible thmg; but to accomplish 
my purpose required some management. The negress' 
had once before outwitted me : I must look out for her 
this time. 

We were called to dinner, and as I was hungry, I 
found it a very palatable ^eal, though I admit the com 
dodger was rather sodden. 

The negress' tongue, made more limber, if possible, 
by a little lubrication from my flask of brandy, wagged 
freely while I was eating. Her husband, she said, had 
died two years before, of small-poz contracted in the 
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State prison at IffiUedgeville, where he had been oon- 
fined for concealing a lot of counterfeit dollars, together 
with the dies for making them. But it was not his 
fault. The villain Murrell, the cause of all the nus- 
chief^ was still in prison ; haying had twenty years to 
serve, and she hoped his bad luck would make it his 
Hfe-time. 

"And how, my old girl,** I inquired, •'do you 
nanage to live?'* 

"Poorly, massa, dat's de troof. I raises my own 
egra, and baccy enough to buy a little suthin* at de 
Deacon's store. 'CasionaUy I snares some small game, 
and now and nen a venison in a pitfall, as my ole man, 
Hoko, used to do when he had de rheumatiz and 
oouldn^t hunt.*' 

"You preserve the deer meat, I suj^mmo fi>r 
winter," said L 

"Some I salted down and some I dried,'' die re- 
plied, " but it unt nuffin so good as hog." 

" Still, you have got fat on it," I rejoined. 

" Yes massa, dat's what prokes me I I bleebe, ef 
I had done gone an' eat dat 'ar pestle and mortar, 
yender, it would ha' turned to fat I But big as I is, I 
'members de time when your arm could ha' gone 
round me slick as grease ; ha-ha 1 " 

"I suppose you were a beauty," I remarked, 
aughing. 

"I guess I was I " she cried, shaking with mirth. 

" Have you any fine views, in this neighborhood ? " 
1 inquired. 

"What you say?** said she; not understanding 
the word. 
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^Hare you any great sights — big rooks, high 
hiUs^ &Us oi water, or anything worth seeing?*' I 
added. 

^'Tes, a right smart chanoe, but nnffin worth see- 
ing,^ she replied. **Dish here's de awfullest lone- 
somest place you eber did see. What in de worP is 
yer doin' ap dish way? Ireekon you isn't no pedler? 
Dem Yankee pedlers is a hoss of 'nadder color: 
dey is." 

^Noy" I replied, riring firom the table, '*I want to 
make some {nctnres of places about here worth seeing, 
that I may show them to my friends in the North." 

^Kin you make a pictur* o' me, and litde Pic, 
here?" she inquired, laughing. 

** Oh, yes," said I, rising and taking my field-book 
and penciL ** Sit still. Stop I we'll include Ghx>wler. 
Make him sit in my chair." So, the bear was made to 
get into my seat, where he sat upon his haunches, with 
his nose in my plate : while the rabbit and woodchuck, 
each in its comer, looked wishfully on. 

*^Kow for it!" said I, and rapidly sketched the 
group, until in a few moments I had made a recog- 
nizable jHCtnre, which I handed to the negress, who 
<^ned her eyes in amaaement and admiration at the 
sight of it, crude as it was. It afforded even more 
pleasure to Mtde Waifwoody and she fidrly jumped up 
and down with deUght, as she exhibited it in triumph 
to Growler and her other mute friends. 

** Oh," she exdaimed^ ^ come with me, this minute. 
I will show you such a pretty brook, and a big rock it 
tumbles over, and then it goes into a cave that's ever 
so deep and dark! But it don't stoy there. Oh no^ 
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it's too lonesome for it I so it comes oat again, fbider 
down the hill, and leaps along in the sunshine, till I 
tinks I hears it langh, jist like I do 1 ** 
' ^ Dat ar* am your own echo, joa foolish chile, joa I " 
said the negress, who was jost then pasdng the platter 
of fragments to the bear. 

^Let me go with her, and see and hear for myseU^** 
said I, ^ and, as perhaps there are fish in the brook, I 
will take my tackle along.** 

^ You two am nimble on de hoo^ I low, but yonll 
find it awful ap-hill work," said the negress, ^ I cooldn't 
do it, ef I was to die de next minute. Fm jis* like dat 
ole gopher, dar I I reckon, though, I could kim down 
fas' 'nough, kase, he-yah 1 1 should lay down and rolL" 
And here her fat sides shook with laughter. 

*'Is it entirely safe climbing for the child ?** I 
inquired. 

**Nebber you fear for little Piol' replied the 
woman : ^ she's as spry as a mountain cat, and beats a 
possum at climbin'. You'll see 1 " 

In a few moments, we started ; promiring her that 
we would not be gone long. A rough scramble I had 
of it, up a hill-side almost precipitous, and obstructed 
with brush, scrub oaks, and loose stones, indicating the 
proximity of a ledge ; but my charming little elf of the 
green-wood glided through and over it all as deftly as 
if there were no impediment there : and ever an anon 
she would call back to me come on, for we were " most 
thar." Like nearly all Southern white children, she 
had the idiom which they contract by assodation with 
the household slaves, but her countenance was so beau- 
tiful, and her voice so sweet, that a charm was im- 
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parted even to her blemiBhes of speech : so I wiU not 
be at any pains to record what the reader, (neither 
seeing her piqnant face, nor hearing her musical inflec- 
tions,) would be likely to set down to the disadyantage 
of my lit^e heroine* 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

X TUBK TBACHBB. 

SoMB minutes before I attaiiied the height where 
my little conductor tarried for me, my ears were 
saluted with the sound of falling water, a pleasant 
thing always, but never more so to a man than when 
he is perspiring freely, as I was just then. When I 
got to it, the sight was a pretty one, to be sure. It 
was a sheet of transparent water, five or six feet wide 
and as many inches in depth, as it passed over a brown 
shaft of the ledge, from which it leaped down a dis- 
tance of some eight or ten feet, and, after scurrying 
along for a few yards, suddenly disappeared entirely 
ifrom view, beneath the shade of a sweet bay-tree, that 
seemed placed there on purpose to hide its retreat. A 
nearer view, however, revealed the " trapdoor,*' (to 
use a theatrical phrase,) by which the stream made its 
exit. It was a slanting chasm in the ledge, made 
perhaps by some ante^Ouvian convulsion of nature. 
The aperture was not broad — at most not more 
than six feet wide — ^but had a slight resemblance to 
a cave. 

Waif, quite delighted at the interest which I took 
in this freak of Dame Nature, exdaimed that if I would 
follow her she would show me where the brook camo 
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out of its hidiog-place, ^like a voodchuok do, out of 
its burrow." 

Descending with her a short distance, aroand the 
apnr, sore enough I obtained a sight of the streamlet 
issuing through the side-hill as quietly as if it be- 
gan there. 

^' See I " cried my fidry guide, as we stood upon 
the green margin of tiie brook, under a beautiful myrtle 
tree ; ^ what a pretty fish I It is a red-belly." Drop- 
ping my line into the water carefully, in an instant the 
unsuspecting swimmer darted at the fly, and the next 
moment lay flapping upon the green grass at our feet. 
It was as large as my hand, nearly oval and thin, being 
compressed on each side : the tail beautifully formed ; 
the top of the head, and back, of an olive green, with 
russet specks ; the sides of a sea green, incUnbg to 
azure, insensibly blending with the olive above, and 
lightening, beneath, to a pearl color, admirably strewn 
with mmute specks of tiie finest green, russet and 
gold; the belly a bright searlet or vermilion, from 
which irradiated fiery streaks up the pearly sides; thfp 
shoulder, on either side, ornamented with an oval 
parti-colored spot, like the iris in the long feathers of 
the peacock's train, encircled with a thin flame-colored 
membrane, and looking like a ruby. The eyes were 
large, and rimmed with bright red. But all this bril«> 
Hancy of coloring faded perceptibly after the delighted 
child had taken the flsh into her hands ; so indispen- 
sable was its native brook to the preservation of its 
pristine beauty. As I observed its gay hues become 
duUer every instant, I raised my eyes from the fish to 
the animated fiu)e of the child, and the thought, oo- 
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ourred to me, if I take her hence, will she be as lovely 
as she is here ? may not this little denizen of the brook 
be a type of her own lot, beautiful here, where she is 
to the manner bom, but nncongenial and unhappy 
if removed beyond it? Involuntarily, I fell into a 
brown study, from which I was aroused by an exdamr 
ation from the object of my thoughts. 

*^Oh see, it begins to wag its taill It aint dead! 
Gtoody, goody!'* And she jumped up again and 
agun, and clapped her hands with joy, as she saw the 
fish, which she had laid in the water while I was 
musing, recover its almost suspended vitality, and 
swim slowly away to the bottom of the brook. 

^ Now,'* said I, pretending to be sorry, " you have 
let my little what-do-ye-call-it get away 1 '' 

^^ Oh, weU," she rejoined, coaxingly ; taking one of 
my hands in both of her own, and turning her sky- 
blue eyes up to mine ; ^* don't yer ky, and I'll show 
yon where there is a great, big fish, as long as my 
arm; I will. But yon musn't ootch Red- belly, kaa6 
ij'm gwine to fotch him some crumbs: and when I 
throw them on the brook, he'll come up arter 'em, and 
nen Fll teU him I love him, and he will love me, you 
know: so whenever I come here, I shall have some- 
^ body to talk to, and shan't be so lonesome when you 
are gone ! " 

^^ You're a little angel ! " I cried, taking her in my 
arms, and kissing her. « 

^ What's an angel ? " she asked. 

*^ The angels dwell in heaven, commonly," I replied, 
smiling at her simplicity, ^ but you are an angel upon 
earth." 
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"Where ifl heaven? Where 70a come firom?" she 
iaqaired. 

^^ No, my little iDoocent ; only the good* are there. 
You will go there.'' I replied. 

^ Oh no, I can't ; mammy won't let me, I reckon I " 
she rejoined. " Is it fiur away ? " 

*^ It is up there," I answered, pointing through the 
over4ianging bonghs of the myrtle, to the cernlean 
canopy above. 

**' Oh, in the trees ! " she exclaimed, ^^ the angels 
live in the trees ? Let me climb and see I " She would 
have been as good as her word, but I held her fast, 
and, sittmg down upon a rock, took her upon my 
knee. 

'^The angels ape up above the sky, my dear 
chfld." 

"Is they?" she lisped, opening wide her blue 
eyes, "oh, now I know where the birds fly to! Fve 
wished so many times I could fly up there with them. 
Sometimes, I dream I have wings and fly like they do. 
Is anybody up there besides the birds, and the what- 
yer-call-ums?" 

"God is there, my poor innocent," I answered. 
" Have you never been told who Ood is ? " She shook 
her pretty head, until her chesnut curls waved from 
side to side ; so earnest was she in her silent protesta- 
tion that she had never heard who He was. She had 
before given me an impression that such was the case, 
and I thought it likely enough, for the poor child had 
never had any other human society ; the negress sel- 
dom going beyond her own wilderness-home, and 
never taking her with her, when she did. The Indian, 
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HokO) had fieeii a pagan aD hia life, avoiding the mia- 
sionariesy and despismg such of the Cherokees aa 
had become converted to Christianity by their teach- 
ings. Perhaps, this was one reason why he had made 
his home in the deepest solitude of this monntain 
forest, though it may have been partly at the suggea* 
tion of Murrell, whose deq>erate courses sometimes 
rendered such an isolated and almost inaccessible re- 
treat necessary to his safety. The widow of Hoko bad 
never had any religious onlture whatever, and though 
she had often witnessed her husband's blasphemous 
worship and offerings to propitiate the Bad Spirit, die 
knew nothing of the Good. Of course, then, our little 
Waif of the Wood had never heard aught of her 
maker, and the object of her existence. Tet who will 
say, that ignorant as she was, the blessed Savior 
would not have received her to his bosom had she 
died then, without even knowing His name P 

Yet, I shuddered at the thought of leaving her in 
such darkness upon a subject so important to her 
future career, and to the development, in herself, of 
the highest sentiments of which the human breast is 
capable. In a rimple way, adapted to her degree of 
intelligence, I began, then and there, to teach her the * 
little I myself knew of who Gk>d was, and how kind He 
had been, and ever would be, to the children of men. 
*' He is our heavenly Father," I added in conclusion, 
^* and all the love, obedience and gratitude, my dear 
child, that we give to an earthly parent, and &r more, 
are due to Him.*' 

^^Is he my ownty-donty fether?" exclaimed Waif- 
wood, changbg from her* look of absorbed attention, 



I TVBK TBACHBB. 18Y 

aiid lirighteniDg up, <* oh, Fm so glad Pre got a &ther I 
But why don't he oome to see me ? I want to kiss 
him, and tell him how mnoh I love him ! " 

**' Yon can tell him so, every day yon live!, and as 
many times a day as yon please, my darling. He is a 
spirit, and cannot be seen by yon as long as you live, 
but when you are dead, your spirit will see him faoe 
to face." 

^ Nen I can love him. I can't love him if I don't 
see him^ you know ! " she rejoined. 

^* When I am gone from your cabin, away to my 
own land, and you see me no more, will you not love 
me?" I asked. 

Her eyes filled with tears, as she exclaimed, 
earnestly, " oh, yes, indeed, I'll always love you dearly I 
You are so good to poor litt'e Kc t " * 

I kissed her, and said. ^* But God, your heavenly 
Fatl^er, loved you and gave himself for you before the 
world was. It was He that gave you life, and life to 
me, and life to all these birds and squirrels— 

*^And the fishes?" she asked, artlessly inter- 
rupting me. 

*^ Yes," I replied, quoting from the seventh psalm, 
^>The fish of the seas, and all that-passeth through the 
paths of the seas.'^ 

** Goody! goody I" she exclaimed, clapping her 
little hands together. 

^ All these hills and streams, these trees and flowers, 
the sun, moon and stars, all were made by him. The 
com would not grow unless He watered it with showers 
and made the sun to shine upon it, and the deer that 
He feeds with grass and tender shrubs and branches, 
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oOnld not live unless Ood let them : and what would 
you do without corn, and fish, and venison to eat» 
since yon have nothing else, hereP so, you will under- 
stand now, it is your heavenly fitther that feedeth yon, 
as well as all Hiq fowl of the air, and heasts of the 
field, and when you lie down at night, and all the 
world is sleeping, God is watching over you, to keep 
you safe and let you rest welL" 

**I wish I oould see him!" she exclaimed, half to 
herself. 

^* But you will love me, you say, when I am gone 
and you do not see me ; then why not love GU>d with- 
out seeing Him?" I asked; smoothing down a curl 
whidi a zephyr was endeavoring to steal away. 

^* Oh, I will ! " she cried ; a smile illuminating her 
lovely countenance. ^^And every night, when I am 
gwine to sleep, FU say, ^Please God, take, care of 
poor Pic, and mammy, and Growler, and you, and 
all my pets, and all the little birds, and all the little 
fishes, and everything ! * and when I wake up in the 
morning, Fll say, * Father God, Fm very much obliged 
to you I" 

She looked upwards, as she uttered the last words, 
and in the most artless manner, bowed her head as if 
to Him of whom she was speaking. I could not for- 
bear smiling, and impressing a kiss upon her fair fore- 
head. Then I learnt her a little prayer to say at 
night— one which the great statesman John Quincy 
Adams, declared not long before his death, he 
had never omitted to repeat daily since he had beai 
taught to lisp it by his pious mother : ^ Now I lay me 
down to sleep, 4feo." 
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The lesson over, I walked forth, with my jooand 
pupil, to the neighboring grove where the sun-light 
was beautifying, with fleckered sheen, verdant arcades 
vocal with what a quaint old author has called the 
*^ pious hymns of the feathered choirs.'* Presently we 
came to the foot of the elevation up which we had 
domb the day before, and as both wished to re-visit 
the scene, we scrambled up again to the same height. 
Hie water of the brook after leaving the fall, passed 
pladdly enough over a gravelly bed, in which I dis- 
covered a number of little pyramidal hills of sand, oc- 
Cttined by craw-fish. While we were observing the 
operations of these little chaps, I was surprised to see 
a number of beautiful gold-fish dart forward, from their 
hollows under the banks, and attack the little pyramids ; 
keeping up the fighl with the inhabitants, persistently, 
until some older and larger craw-fish emerged from the 
hills and drove them away; and returning to the 
assault again as soon as these more doughty champions 
disappeared. 

After watchiog this mimic war for a few minutes, 
we passed on to the cave, and thence by another path 
in the direction of the cabin. There were several 
varieties of oaks, some of which were of so huge a bulk 
that, but for the bigger stories told of California 
growths, niine would appear, to many of my readers, 
utterly incredible. One, of a family of Titans, that I saw 
here could not have measured at the base less than ten 
feet in diameter. The soil was of black loam enriched 
with the decay of leaves, for how many centuries who 
could tell ? There were also some gum-trees of good 
size, but which seemed small in comparison. In the 
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hollow trunk of one of tbe bitter, I disoovered a swana 
of bees, and I promised Waifwood, that on the mor- 
row, she should have some honey. Then we hast^ied 
home ; for the sky, so bright but a few minutes before, 
had become suddenly overcast. By the time we 
reached the door, big drops of rain began to &11 and 
the wind soughed hoarsely tiirough the forest. 

Soon, it poured down hearily, and heaven's artillery 
began to flash *and boom in the dlBtance, as if the 
world were bombarded. The violence of the storm 
was spent for a few minutes upon landscape remote 
from us, but, after a while, it came nearer and nearer, 
until its full fury seemed to be just over our heads. 
The child had crept into my arms, pale and trembling, 
and with her little arms around my neck, dung closely 
to me, as through the open door, I surveyed the sub- 
lime strife. Accustomed as she must be to thunder 
and lightning, (for they accompanied almost every 
shower in that section of country,) I expressed surprise 
that my protege was so painfully affected by temnr, 
now ; but Dinah assured me, that it was always so with 
her. It then occurred to me, that it was in a storm 
like this that little Waifwood had been lost from the 
arms of the stricken Lu. The wild conunotion of 
the elements upon that fearful night — ^when I had 
found her in the wilderness, had left some of its effect 
upon her nervous temperament. 

^^ Don't be afraid, my precious one I '' I said, *^ QoA 
is over all. He ruleth the storm, rude as it is, and 
will not suffer it to harm you, or any of us.'' 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THV KSOAPSB OONYIOT, 

My last words were lost in a tremendooB peal of 
thunder, aecompanied by a shaft of lightning, which I 
distinctly saw descend in the form of a small globe of 
etherial blue fire to the top of a tall pine, which, with 
another in close juxtaposition, stood at a little distance 
from the cabin. InBtai|tly, both trees were in a blase, 
and their conflagration, standing out in bold relief 
against the black sky, was, perhaps, the most sublime 
piece of fireworks that the eye ever beheld. After 
buming^for a few moments, the fire was extinguished 
by a dense fall of rain, which succeeded. 

Absorbed by the scene before me, I had lyt ob- 
served until now that the child, which I held in my 
arms, had swooned, and that old Dinah herself was 
overcome with terror. 

*^Oh, Lord! oh. Lord!" murmured the poor 
woman, (with her face hidden in her apron,) '^ I is a 
great sinner, but oh, good lordy, I nebber do so no 
more I no, nebber, nebber I '' 

^^ Stop your groaning, aunty," cried I, **and hold 
this child in your lap, till I get some water t " 

Dinah uncovered her fear^rioken face, and re* 
ceived the child, with a bewildered look and an ex- 
presmon of horror, for she thought sbe was dead. 
Fetching water from the table, I applied it to the 
wrists and temples of Waifwood ; chafing them until 
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she was restored to consciousness. Fainting persons, 
it should be borne in mind, recover soonest if kept in 
a horizontal position daring the continoance of the 
syncope. 

While (full of anxiety, which I would not betray,) I 
was thus occupied with the dear little creature, Dinah 
gave vent to many expressions of sorrow, mingled with 
much self-condemnation relative to her past course 
respecting the child. Finally, she voluntarily con- 
fessed, that " little Pic," as she called her, had been 
left with her by Murrell, and when its father and 
another gentleman had accidentally happened into her 
cabin one night, when they were in quest of the lost 
darling, she had kept it out of their sight, and at the 
break of day, gone and hid it in a hollow tree: 
she had brought her up by hand, her existence known 
only X% the kidnapper and her husband. 

When she had made this confession, and saw 
Waifwood open her eyes and recognize her, the poor 
old soul was greatly relieved, and forthwith began to 
pruse Gk>d. Then I took the little one in my arms, 
and addressed her with some epithets of endearment, 
to which, after heaving a profound sigh, she responded 
with a shower of tears upon ipy shoulder. 

We were in this attitude,, when the door, which I 
had closed was pushed open from without, and we 
were astonished at the sight of a strangely-wild and 
ruffianly looking man at the threshold. 

His appearance was even more forbidding than the 
storm at his back ; his swarthy, long black-bearded 
face wearing a morose and ugly expression, not at ail 
improved by his dark, matted locks, and ragged apparel. 



THE ESCAPED CONVICT. 193 

He paused but a moment, apparently arrested by the 
sight of me, then casting away the half trimmed branch 
which he was leaning upon, tottered into the cabin 
and sat down. I noticed that one of his wrists was, 
muffled in a handkerchief, as if sore or wounded. 

" Don't you k^ow me ? " he asked sulkily, address- 
ing Dinah, who was staring at him in amazement. 
She was speechless for the moment and made no re- 
ply. " Well, it's no wonder you can't," he continued, 
with a hasty glance at his own person ; *^I am a good 
deal changed : besides it is dark, here." 

It did, indeed, seem as if the ruffian's appearance 
diminished the little light which the gloomy sky of- 
forded. Another heavy shower was gathering, and 
for a few moments it was like a total eclipse of the sun. 
Then came, suddenly, a bright electric glare, illuminat- 
ing every object without and within the cabin, and re« 
vealing distinctly the features of the intruder. But it 
was only for an instant, and the darkness which succeed* 
ed was made more fearful by tremendous reverberations 
of thunder over our heads. Poor little Waif clung to 
me, with her amy around my my neck, evidently less 
fearful, now, of the storm than of the stranger, whose 
voice, as he broke the ominous silence that followed 
the thunder, made her tremble like a leaf. 

"The devil himself is out, to-day, I believe!" said 
he, roughly. I'm wet to the skin, and have got 
another chill coming on. Ugh I" (and I heard his 
teeth chatter,) " it is cold as Greenland. Raise a fire, 
Dinah, and let us have light enough to see how good- 
looking we all are. Come, be alive I " 

The negress grumbled, but obeyed his peremptory 
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order with all the celerity of which her ponderous limbs 
were capable, and, in short order, a bright, cheerful 
fire of lightwood illuminated the apartment. 

" Now you know me, I suppose ! *' said the ruffian 
to her, as she still knelt before the fire, close to which 
he had drawn his chair, and the light fell full upon 
him. Dinah had a very bad memory effaces, and de- 
clared she never saw him before. 

" You lie," he rejoined ; " but get your big carcass 
out of my shine! I want all of the fire to myself. 
Fetch more wood. T ve got these cussed shakes again ! " 
He yawned repeatedly as he spoke, and ended with a 
tremulous spasm. It was evident that he had the ague. 

I had begun to suspect that he was one of the gang 
of horse-thieves and kidnappers who formerly confede- 
rated with Hoko. 

" If you'U behave yourself more civilly," said I, 
^^ you might induce me to give you some medicine to 
stop your chill ; but you act and talk as if you were 
master here." 

" Well, who says I aint ? " exclaimed the stranger, 
turning to me savagely. 

At this, I glanced to Dinah for an explanation. She 
stood in the doorway between the two rooms, beckon- 
ing to me, unseen by the speaker. 

*' I'll see whether I have any quinine in my saddle- 
bags," said I to him, ilsing. 

" If you're a doctor, of course you have t " he re- 
joined curtly. 

^' Good! " thinks I to myself; ^^he takes me for a 
physician : I'll play the part of one I " 

" You may leave that young-one with me while you 
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go and get it,'' said he, extending bis hands, ^* No I 
no ! " ejaculated little Waif, clinging to my neck almost 
convulsively. 

** I allow I have the best rig£t to her,'' murmured 
the man, but a hard shake seizing him just then, he 
dropped the subject and I took the troubled child 
with me into the other room. Dinah whispered to 
me, when I had entered ^' Dat's Murrell, sure's you 
is bom I " 

*' I suspected so," I replied, in an undertone, *' but 
how in the world could he have got out of prison ? " 

"Broke out, I reckon," she answered; "he allers 
bragged dat dar want any bar, or chain, or stone wall, 
could holt him in I " 

I had in my saddle-bags, besides calomel, quinine 
and laudanum, (three articles of the Materia Medica 
almost indispensable to a traveller in the wilderness 
either south or west,) a box of opium pills, and I re- 
solved, that, in case of necessity, I would put our 
dangerous visitor under their soothing influence : in the 
meantime I would salivate him. 

Instructing the negress to address me as Doctor, I 
carried my medicmes into the kitchen,_ where the ruf- 
fian was shaking all over in his seat at the chimney, 
and biting the hardest kind of oaths in two with his 
chattering teeth. Indeed, swearing seemed to be the 
extent of his physical ability, just then, and that, to- 
gether with his shaking, was all that he could do : so 
utterly prostrate was he by fatigue and ague. In 
truth, there is nothing that will take the vim out of a 
man, (no matter how energetic or vigorous he may be,) 
like a good, rousing " chill." 
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<' SwaUow these pills I " said I. 

*^ What is it ? " he asked, taking one with a tremn* 
Ions hand. 

I replied that it was quinine ; and so it was. Swal- 
lowing it, he took up the other, and asked, *'And 
this?" 

** An opiate,'* said I. 

** I can sleep without it,'* he rejoined, yawning re- 
peatedly. " A devil of a tramp I've had of it for the 
last five days ! However, here she goes ! ^ he added, 
dropping it down his throat. " I would swallow all 
the medicine in your saddle-hags, if it would cure me 
of this infernal ague. That was opium, doctor, I 
know it hy the taste. Here, you old nigger, put more 
wood on this fire I " 

^' Yes, massa Murrell ! " said Dinah in her softest 
tone, and hastened to ohey him. 

" Oh you know me, now, do you ? " he exclaimed, 
calling her at the same time by a vile name. '^ Tou've 
been letting my little girl get sick have you ? Maybe, 
you thought Fd never be back to call you to account 
for it ! " But here he was again seized and shaken too 
violently, by the retributive ague, to allow him to pro- 
ceed, or he would have again addressed the recoiling 
child, to whom he had turned as the fit took him. 

The ruffian had a hard time of it for about half an 
hour, during which his sufferings were such as to 
cause me to relent from my cruel purpose of punishing 
him by salivation. It is the custom of some tamers of 
wild beasts to extract the teeth of the animals : the 
free use of calomel would have been equivalent to the 
like dental operation in Murrell's case ; and if the loss 
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of his grinders would have deprived him of his capa- 
city for crime, perhaps I should not have hesitated to 
give him as large a dose of mercury as I have seen 
administered by southern physicians to their unfortu- 
na$# patients ; but it would not have answered that 
purpose, and though, by lodging a subtle poison in all 
his bones, to rack his system continually and render 
the remainder of his life a burden, might serve in 
some sort the ends of justice, I had not the heart to 
give it to him. 

My humanity, however, did not lead me to sympa- 
thize so much with his nature as to forget the claims 
of my own; and accordingly I suggested to our 
hostess the propriety of getting us, who were well, 
something to eat, for it was long past dinner time. 

It may excite the sneers of some people who shall 
read this ^Sonfession of my mindfulness of the wants of 
my own stomach when that of my patient was evi- 
dently in need of immediate repairs ; but I assure all 
such carpers that the most distinguished physicians 
never allow themselves to go hungry; and I never 
knew a doctor, (even in a consultation case, where 
death itself was impending,) to decline " refreshments." 

I offer this remark not so much in extenuation of 
my own appetite, (which. with me is a '^regular 
faculty,") as for the benefit of the members of the 
medical profession, who, while they have fewer invita- 
tions to partake of refection than any other class of 
public men, often stand most in need of it ; especially 
in obstetrical cases. To enlarge upon the " alimenti- 
tiveness " of their assistants, the - nurses, would be 
wasteful and ridiculous excess. 
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Perhaps I did wrong : all men are fidlablei and the 
best err sometimes. Be that as it may, I sat down to 
dinner : leaving my patient to shake by himself. And 
as a collation is a pleasant thing to wind np with, it 
shall serve as the condiision of this, chapter. ^ 



CHAPTER XXVt 

MUBBBLL, THB OUTLAW. 

When Waifwood and I had finished our frugal 
repast, Marrell, whose ague was intermittent, had be- 
gan to feel mnch better, and he ^' allowed " he wotdd 
take a bite himself. I had no objection to his biting 
himself provided it did not strengthen him to bite 
others, bnt I took the liberty to give him a professional 
caution to oonfine himself to tea and toast — ^neither of 
which, by the way, were obtainable at any price. Al- 
leging, after the manner of ^' vagrom men," that he had 
not eaten a morsel since the day before, he flouted my 
suggestion, and swore as he sat down to table with 
Dinah that he would eat everything in the cabin: 
whereupon, little Waif looked alarmed agun, and un- 
observed by the ogre (as she evidently regarded him,) 
went and hid her rabbit in the other room. 

" You have great faith in your digestive powers,'* 
I remarked. 

^^ After the cursed bad fare that Fve had for the 
last few years, I have reason to P' he exclaimed, 
laughing hideously. '* I believe I could digest a joiner's 
hammer and box of naUs 1 " and with another shout of 
mirthfulness, he thrust a huge bit of venison into his 
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black-muzzled mouth, and masticated it voraciously for 
a few moments, then gulped it down, anaconda-wise. 
But what would have been wise enough in that Brob- 
dinagian kind of snake, perhaps, (as the wisdom of the 
serpent, you know, is prov.erbial,) was veryrash in a 
person waiting for another chill, and I ventured to 
suggest to the hirsute feeder, that if he bolted his food 
in that way, subject as he was to congestion^ I would 
not insure his life for forty-eight hours. 

** Well, nobody asked you, to I I'm all right. A 
man that is bom to be hung wont die of congestion in 
the stomach!'' he exclaimed, emphasizing the last 
word, and laughing boisterously, as he called upon 
Dinah to fetch on some whiskey. She replted, in her 
most lubric&ted tone, for she was terribly afraid of the 
monster, that she had not seen any spirits since Hoko 
went away. • 

^'I believe you lie, olcl greasy!" he cried; con- 
tinning to cram down the meat and bread, and to grow 
more light-headed every moment. '^ If I thought you 
did," said he, sei^g the carving-knife, and scowl- 
ing like a thunder-cloud, "Td — " 

^^'No, no, no! massa — ^massa — massa! it am de 
troof I " cried the poor soul, in an ecstacy of fear. 

^'Ha, ha, ha!" pealed the ruffian, ^^I was only 
going to cut me another hunk of meat, not half as fat 
as you are, my old beauty ; I wish it was I " and suit- 
ing the action to the word, he helped himself to a 
soldier's slice of the dried venison. 

Either amused at her own mistake, or for the 
purpose of conciliating her dangerous guest, Dinah 
laughed at his Orson-like jocularity, and seemed to 
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enjoy the remarkably elevated spirits to which he had 
attained. 

"What's the news, doctor?" asked Murrell, who 
now began to rattle on, from one topic to another: 
doing all the talking himself. It was evident, that what 
with the intoxicating influence of the opiam, and the 
feverish condition of his system, his mind was dis- 
ordered. *^Fve been a good deal confined of late, 
(and here he winked at Dinah, and adjusted the dirty 
mnffler which concealed one of his wrists.) How's 
the Calhoun party, and Nullification, now? Old 
Hickory spoilt a pretty kettle of fish, when he put 
that down, and I lost my chance of promotion. The 
fact is, the people wan't prepared for it ; more's the 
pity." He now began to curse the abolitionists, and 
after airing his vocabulary at their expense, proceeded 
'to say, that there was no security now for property of 
any kind, but more especially that which had legs to 
it. A good deal of trouble, the philosophizing rascal 
said, arose from the immigration of foreigners; the 
thoughts of which made him swear again. " What's 
the use of our supporting all the thieves and paupers 
of £urope ? They don't come down here ; of course 
they don't ; but they populate the North and make it 
sassy. We'll have to go up and lick 'em out one o' 
these days, and all the abolitionists. It wouldn't take 
long, I reckon ; for one Southerner is equal to a whole 
regiment of such fellers. We have a confounded sight 
smarter men down South than any in New York ; and 
we're a set of — fools, that we don't take the manage- 
ment of the country entirely into our own hands, or 
else saw off from the Union and build up* a grand em- 
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pire this side of Mason A Dixou's Line, and make 
Calhoun king, and Bob Hayne prime-minister. Theo 
there would be a chance for a bold, dashing dare-devil 
like me. Blast your republic! it's all moonshine. 
We want a stronger government, and an order of no- 
bility. That's what every chivalric soul pants for. 
The old days of the barons and knights, with their re- 
tainers, serfs and tournaments ; that's the talk. Let 
the North weave and spin and do all the menial work, 
and hoard up dirty dollars, but we will be brave 
cavalierB on the land, or admirals with a free-trade flag 
at sea, capturing their well-laden ships at will, and 
building palaces upon our broad savannahs, and 
glorious hills, with the prize-money. X could make a 
fortune in that way, with a good boat upon the Mis- 
sissippi ; but how I would like to command a ship, 
that should skim every sea, and levy tribute upon 
every craft afloat I Ha, ha ! your corsair is your true 
king after all I " And here he sung a stave of a pirate 
song. 

"That might do better," sidd I, "if there were no 
such troublesome things as hangmen and prisons.'* 

" Hangmen be — ^," exclaimed the demented ruf- 
fian, with an oath ; " and as for prisons, do you think 
they can build them strong enough to hold me? 
Answer me that I " 

I opined that I thought such a thing possible. 

« No m be — if it is 1 " he almost shrieked. " See 
here ! " and tearing off the handkerchief, he held' up 
in triumph a wrist encircled with an iron ring, and 
then, raising a leg of his trousers, exposed 'a similar 
one upon his ankle, " There's all that's left of manacles 
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Stronger than ever bound to his cursed dungeon the 
famous prison-breaker, Baron Trenck, but they couldn't 
hold me. Ha, ha, ha I " he laughed scornfully ; ^' they 
thought they had me, foFOver and a day, but I gave 
them the slip, and now I'm free, free, again I Jake 

I Ward, will never have this bird in his cage again." 

^ " Jake Ward ? " I exclaimed ; the name reviving 

old reminiscences : ^^ what had he to do with it ? " 

"He was the turnkey," replied MnrreU; "he got 
the berth two years ago, and now tyrannizes over better 
men than himself, if they are convicts. They'll kill him 
some day, if the law don't hang him first. Those who 
gave him the place, because he could influence many 
votes, knew very well that he ought to have his neck 
stretched, for there was found in his possession a rifle 
belonging to a man in your line of business who was 
murdered some years ago about twenty miles from 
here: a Di:, Mills." 

'" I heard of it at the time, and always thought that 
Ward knew more about it than he would like to have 
known. He swore it on to a poor slave, who was 
burnt alive in consequence. It was another crime 
added to a long catalogue." 

" Yes," rejoined Murrell, " but hp has a jewel of a 
daughter. Ry Ward helped me to escape. You may 
stare, doctor^ but I'll be — if she didn't ; and if ever I 

> get into smooth sailing again, she shall become Mrs. 

Murrell Nof 3. [The other two have resigned, you 
know : ha, ha, ha I] You see, when the old hound, 
her father, got so drunk that he c^dn't fetch me my 
bread and water, I should have starved if she hadn't 

i taken the keys and brought me the food herself. I 
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always had a taking way with me, and I reckon she 
took a fancy to me. In fact, she confessed as mach, 
though I wasn't much better looking then than I am 
now, for I hadn't shaved since I had been in limbo. I 
made free to give her a buss and a good hug, and that 
bound her to me in chains stronger than my own 
gyves ; that is, the bonds of Cupid — ^Ha, ha, ha ! " 
And the escaped convict treated us to a fragment of a 
song to the god of love. 

I confess that I was more sorry than surprised that 
my Diana, the huntress, had given her sympathies, and 
perhaps her honor, to this wretch. I inquired in what 
manner she had aided him. 

^'She lent me a*case knife, and left the doors un- 
locked behind her when she went away. All I had 
to do was to hack the knife a little, and then saw'my 
chain in two, where it was the weakest. I wore out 
the tool before I had finished, however, and had to do 
the rest by main strength. The rings on my wrist 
and ankle, I had to bear away with me, but not being 
vain of such ornaments, I concealed them from obser- 
vation. Fortunately, the night was dark, and I scaled 
the yard in safety : then says I, ho I for sweet, sweet 
liberty! and broke like a quarter-nag for the green 
wood — as dear to me, then, as ever it was to the bold 
Robin-Hood. Never slept better than I did that 
niglit on the bare earth, under a tree ! But I had no 
time to lose. They would scour the country to find 
me. So I was up with the lark, and on my way to 
find this place, if I could : but what with detours to 
avoid observation and losing my way, I have been six 
days in the woods with such precarious support from 
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natare as I could pick np ; which as I had no weapons 
has been slim enough. In short, I have been about 
starved, and, worse than all, brought on these blasted 
chills again. But blow the odds ! I'm all right now." 
Then he sang a verse : — 

** Whilst we're young, we should be gay, 
For what's the use of sighing, Ac." 

" You are merry I " said L 

" Oh yes," he rejoined, ** I can be merry and social 
like other people, if I am Murrell, the desperado. My 
friendship is not to be despised, and any more than 
my hate and revenge. That I never forgive an injury, 
that child yonder is an evidence ; so, doctor, I count 
upon your ffiendship and assistance. There's my 
hand ! " he exclaimed, seizing mine too suddenly for 
me to prevent him, and slapping his own into it, '^ we'll 
be sworn friends ; till death do us part, as lovers say." 

*' You alluded to the child," said I, withdrawing 
my hand from his hold, itnd glancing at the little 
trembler, who sat as far away as she could from the 
object of her dread : ^^ what has she to do with any re- 
venge of yours ? " 

^ Ha I " he exclaimed, seized with a sudden caprice 
of suspicion, and eyeing me askance from under his 
heavy, black brows, " you would betray me I No, I 
will ibe the master of my own secrets." After which, 
he became in turn reserved, silent, moody, and stupid ; 
and, at length, leaned his forehead upon the table and 
fell into a sound sleep. 

It was night when he awoke, perfectly delirious and 
m a high fever. Death seemed to be at hand, when 
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the morning dawned. I should have done the world 
a service, and saved myself and others much trouble, 
then and subsequently, if I had let the disease termi- 
nate at that time the mortal career of the villain ; but 
humanity, or, perhaps, a higher inspiration, prevailed, 
and I did my best to avert the catastrophe. His 
disease was congestive fever, and having no other at 
hand, I followed the practice of the quacks of the 
country, and gave him a dose of calomel. It saved his 
life, but he continued dangerously ill, and out of his 
head for a week, during which he once talked as if ad- 
dressing Cale Wright — ^reminding him of the ill*usage 
at McClure's, afterwards revenged by the kidnapping oi 
his child, whom he, Murrell, now had in his power, 
body and soul, either to rear for his own vile uses, or 
to sell to the highest bidder. 

How could I watch longer at the bed-side of this 
wretch, after hearing this revelation of his diabolical 
purpose ? It was with some difficulty, I confess, that 
I chained myself to the ungrateful task. Still, when I 
reflected, how unfit this man was to die, and how cer- 
tain would be*his condemnation in the world to come, 
I believed it to be my duty to save him for a tardy, 
but not too late, repentance. 

On the morning of the fourth day after his arrival, 
he obtained some sleep ; the first that he had had for 
forty-eight hours. It was uneasy in the highest de- 
gree, but a change for the better was evident in the 
great beads of perspiration that started from his frown* 
ing forehead, and dripped from his shaggy eye-brows. 
It was the first moisture that I had seen upon his 
fevered skin since he entered the cabin, so wet, on the 
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Aaj of the storm. Maoifestly, his mind was greatly 
exercised in his slamber, for he groaned and tossed 
about and clenched his long finger-nails into his hands 
until the blood followed. Suddenly, he awoke, shak- 
ing with terror, but recognizing me at once. 

" Doctor, is that you ? Where am 1 ? " he gasped 
in an agony of fear, and glancing around, as if for some 
object he dreaded, yet must see. *^Was it only a 
dream? Don't leave me alone for an instant! I 
dreamt I was dead and in hell I And there I saw and 
was confronted by every one that I had had a hand in 
sending there, and every one of the dead who, in their 
life-time I had deceived or injured. Each in turn laid 
bare the blackness of my heart, detailed the wrongs 
I had done him, and followed me wherever I went, 
with reviling and curses. Some of these had not 
known in their life-time of the wrong I had done them, 
but in hell all the crimes of this world are revealed. 
And these fiends were to foUow me, with their male- 
dictions, through all eternity 1 In vain I turned from 
them : at every hand I was encountered by familiar 
faces, demoniacal wit}i rage and hate. I fled ; oh, my 
God, with what fear and speed I Terror seemed to 
lend me wings. Suddenly my progress was arrested 
by a woman's form, and in tones of scorn and fury, she 
pronounced my name. It was Rose Eldon, whom I 
had betrayed and murdered ! " 

*^ Murdered ? " I gasped, in horror ; and recoiling 
from him. 

" She fell by her own hand, but I was no less her 
murderer for that," replied the miserable man. " It 
mas my neglect and cruelty that drove her to it. She 
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died cursing, yet with words of love for me upon her 
lips ; but now she has nothing for me but reproaches 
and even blows. ^ So you've come at last ! Ha, ha I ' 
she fiercely cried. ^ See where the knife entered my 
heart, and sent me hither, to dwell in misery ! I should 
have been happy but for you. I was bad, but might 
have repented and been forgiven. It's all your work.' 
And then she cursed and struck me; then mocked 
with derisive pity, and clasped me in her loathsome em- 
brace. It was horrible I I tore myself away from 
her, and fled, shrieking. She followed, screeching 
with her infernal laughter ; and, joined by the rest of 
the hateful spirits, hunted me like a hound ! The ex- 
cess of my terror awoke me. Thank God ! thank God I ■ 
it was only a dream. I will repent : I will no longer 
be what I have been. Henceforth, I will live quite a 
diflferent life I " 

" If God spares you," said I. 

^' And don't you think he will ? " he asked, fixing 
his glassy, sunken black eyes upon me. 

" I will not deceive you," I replied : " it is pos- 
sible that you may survive two days." 

** No more ? " he cried, with an expression of dis- 
may upon his haggard countenance ; ^^ oh, doctor," he 
added, imploringly, " save me ! save my life, and I will 
be your slave ! You are a good, humane man ; you 
have skill and experience ; and can cure me. Don't 
despair as I do I Don't give up trying. I am not fit 
to die, now : I must have time for repentance I Dinah 
get me a drink of cold water." 

When the appalled negress had gone out after a 
fresh supply from tlie well, he said to me, ** Keep her 
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out of the room, and I will confess to yon, doctor all the 
crimes of which I have been guilty. It is a long list ! " 

" Make your confession to God," I replied ; " for 
He alone can blot out your transgressions." 

"That's the talk r' he exclaimed: "that's what I 
want. Oh, doctor, I have been a great sinner, but I 
never had any one to care for me. You had a good 
mother, perhaps. — " 

" I had, indeed I V I replied. 

*' Mine either deserted me when I was an infant, 
or I was stolen by the Indians. It was said, that I 
had Indian blood in me. My earliest recollection does 
not remind me of a single white face. I remember a 
cross old squaw toting me about upon her back as her 
papoose. That was in Kentucky. I know I should 
have made a better man, if I had had as good training 
as white boys usually, but when I grew to associate with 
any of these, it was only with the worst, for I was 
stigm&tized as half-breed. At an early age, I became 
a cook-boy on a fiat-boat upon the Ohio, and before I 
was fourteen had joined a gang of river thieves." 

He continued his account of himself, from first to 
last, and a dark, eventful crime-stained narrative it was! 

It is not indispensable to our history that it should 
contain the detidls of his. Enough of the worse traits 
of human character have already been given, to sad- 
den our pages ; and much more of the same sombre 
tone, I cannot avoid rendering, if I would be faithful 
to duty, and consistent with the plan of this work. 
Let the considerate reader forego, then, any interest he 
may feel in the narrative which the penitent outlaw 
gave me of his previous experiences. 
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Saffice it to say, that he evinced great contrition 
for his crimes, as well as the most intense alarm lest 
he should die unpardoned. Rejoiced at his repen- 
tance, I did my best not only to show him how to 
make his peace with* God, but to render him happy in 
his new faith. In this christian labor, my mother's 
bible was very serviceable ; but I confess that I was 
ashamed that I had not studied its inspired pages 
sufficiently to refer to, and quote familiarly, many 
texts and passages, exceedingly applicable to his past 
career and present situation. However, I read a great 
deal to him from the Word, and reasoned with his 
doubts and fears, to the best of my ability. I was but 
a poor botch at such work, howevcB, as the result 
proved. 

The negress was also an interested listener, and 
Bometmies little Waifwood would linger, when she had 
occasion to enter the room, notwithstanding that she 
could not approach his bed-side without a nervous 
tremor, nor feel without a shudder his attenuated 
fingers caressing her beautiful hur. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

••tHB DBTIL ▲ HONK WOULD BB." 

I FELT towards the contrite man, a certain sort of 
tender interest, (''yonr charchman dearly loves a 
proselyte ; ") and did my best to help^im physically, 
as well as otherwise. His fever had taken- a favorable 
aspect upon his sweating so freely and recovering his 
reason, but his tongae and lips now began to be so 
swollen and sore from salivation, that he could not 
talk withont pain, and, though my topographical 
duties called me elsewhere, I wonld not leave him 
until I had put him in a fair way to recover from that 
trouble. He professed, and felt I believe, much grati- 
tude both to God and to me, the humble isstrument 
of his restoration, and declared, in a sort of religious 
ecstasy, that he had no wish to go into the world 
again, but was content to pass the remainder of his 
allotted span in that secluded place, in prayer and 
meditation. When I told him, that the anchorite's 
isolation and penance were not the most acceptable 
devotion in the sight of God, he replied, that the 
world was no place for him : it had branded him as a 
felon, and his re-appearance would be the signal for 
persecution ; and it would never give him any peace as 
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long as he lived in it. There was some truth in this, 
and I made no further opposition to his plan. 

"Thank God," thinks I to myself, "for this won- 
derful conversion I How happy ought I to be that I 
liave been instrumental in it ! " Likely enough, I had 
a little spiritual pride in the matter. It is a common 
weakness of christians, and a certain kind of vanity 
was not among the least of my foibles. 

I drew a rose-colored picture, in my own mind of 
thb intelligent and pious though once wicked person, 
dividing his days between holy meditation, and the 
cultivation of the little clearing : gunning and fishing 
a little, occasio&lly, it may be, to vary his frugal fare, 
or patiently teaching his faithful attendant, the De- 
gress, the way of life : and so growing to a ripe old 
age, a hoary hermit with long white board and vene- 
rable aspect, famous, the country round, for his una& 
fected piety and devotion. 

But I had now become impatient to resume my 
field-book and continue my topographical memoranda. 
From what I had already seen of the country in the 
vicinity of the cabin, I was satisfied, that, should the 
Cherokees see fit to resbt the Govertiment^s arrange- 
ment for their emigration, hereabouts were some of 
the almost inaccessible retreats and fastnesses to which 
they could safely retire, and defy an army to follow. 
It was possible, nay even convenient, for me to make 
an excursion to those localities in the morning and re- 
turn to the cabin at night ; and, in this way, employ 
myself each day, for a week or mor^ to advantage in 
pushing my crude surveys. 

Murrell, confined to the bed which I had relin- 
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quished to him, since the commenceuient of his sick- 
ness, was still too self-engrossed to give any thought 
to my employment of time beyond what applied to 
himself; and he appeared to be entirely satisfied when 
I told him, that, as I needed recreation, I would pass 
a few days in scientific explorations in the adjacent 
hills, and endeavor to spend my nights, as long as it 
was practicable, in the cabin. 

*^ Oh, let me go along ! " pleaded Waifwood, in a 
whisper, to me as she stood by my seat, with her little 
dimpled hand resting upon my arm : and she glanced 
timidly at the sic^ man, as if he were still repulsive 
to her. 

I patted her glossy head, but made no reply. She 
followed me, when I left the room, and without seem- 
ing to hear his call to her to remain, joined me in front 
of the cabin, and taking both my hands, with the most 
persuasive expression and accent, begged me not to 
leave her in the house with that bad man. 

She had overheard him* confess that, disguised as 
\Vakeelah, he had stolen her from her father, but I 
think that her fear of him arose less from that fact 
than from a certain instinctive repulsion — ^an antagon- 
ism between the natures of the two persons — which 
she would have experienced in his presence, even if 
she had never known or seen any evil in him. Repel- 
lent individuities are not uncommon, though instances 
so strong as this are rare. 

I endeavored to dispel her fear ; telling her that 
formerly he had wronged her grievously, it was true, 
and he had been a very bad man, but now he was 
very sorry for all his wickedness, and as God had for- 
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given him, she ought to, also ; for was it not one of 
the appeals in the Lord's prayer, (which she now 
knew by heart, in another and better sense than 
the common acceptation of the phrase,) ^^ forgive 
us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 
against us ? " 

" I can't love him," she rejoined, " and I have tried 
not to be afraid of him, but I am. His sharp, black 
eyes hurt me. I tremble so, when he turns them to 
me, or touches me with his hand ! Please don't leave 
me here ! It is such a pretty morning, I want to go 
with yon. Do let me go ! I could show you such a lot 
of nice places, you know I " 

A pang shot through my heart, as I observed the 
nervous mental suffering of the little one, and opposing 
her desire no longer, I told her to fetch Jack from hib 
range and we would ride away, together. With a cry 
of joy, she kissed my hand and hugged it for a moment 
with both her own to her beautiful neck ; then tripped 
away, as light as a fairy, to a spot on the verge of the 
clearing, where the animal was feeding upon wild grass* 
that grew luxuriantly beneath the spectre-like forms 
of a grove of pines, which, the former master of the 
cabin had killed by girdling. The gentle horse, if he 
had had the power, might have welcomed the child, 
with the words of the song, "All things love thee; so 
do I ! " Certainly, his kindly whinner and manner as 
he drew nigh to her in response to her call, said as 
much. A like ^feeling animated his companion, the 
donkey, as he clearly evinced by sundry motions with 
hb long ears, and a most resonant bray ; but the wiry 
grass was too agreeable to his palate to allow him to 
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leave it, and after a long salutatory look at his little 
mistress, he resamed his feeding. 

Jack accompanying Waifwood to the bam with 
entire docility, I put on his saddle and bridle, (she, 
meanwhile, trying to make herself very useful in buck- 
ling the straps,) and we were soon ready for our ride. 
She had never been ured to a bonnet, and as my oper- 
ations were likely to be confined t^ the wooded sec- 
tion where the sun's rays were not powerful enough to 
render it desirable, she was mounted in front of me, 
without one, and bidding good morning to the smiling 
Dinah, who blocked the door-way with her huge 
corporation, to see us off, we rode away across the 
clearing. 

Waifwood had not neglected to feed her pets, and 
to enjoin upon them all (Growler included,) to be good 
children while she was gon^ ; and as she emphasized 
her address to the happy family with her pretty little 
forefinger, and j)romised them, moreover, that if they 
minded her, she would bring them all something very 
nice when she came back, it is fair to suppose that for 
one day, at least, their deportment was a model for 
their species. 

When we entered the wood, my little beauty was 
jubilant with animal spirits. Indeed, so was I, for I 
was always cheerful, and usually quite buoyant ; and 
such was the exhilerating influence of the atmosphere 
in that elevated region of country, and the sweet smell 
of the woods, which rang too with the melody of birds, 
that it was next to impossible to be otherwise than 
merry, especially within hearing of the amusing chatter 
of my pleasant companion. Nor was my horse less 
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gratified than his harden. It had now heen nearly a 
week since I was on his back, and he was glad to re- 
sume the service again^ and travel. 

I had already sketched the road from the river, to 
the by-way, and thence to the cabin. The paths of 
the Indians usually followed the water-courses, and, as 
a rule I had confined my notes to diem, but now I re- 
solved to depart f^om it, and pierce as iar as practicable 
to the more inaccessible retreats to which even the 
red men themselves seldom penetrated, because among 
hills not commonly offering sufficient inducement for 
any one, but a fugitive, to make the laborious ascent. 
The Cherokees, I know, rarely took the trouble, and if 
the aborigines (which they and the still more warlike 
Creek Indians had either exterminated or expelled 
more than a century ago, from that quarter of the 
country,) had ever frequented that wild and rugged 
mount, no evidence of the fact remained. In other 
solitudes, not far distant, I had met with tumuli, in 
which were human bones, Indian weapons, utensils 
&c.y and curious mounds composed entirely of stones ; 
the work of the red men before the present race, now 
about to be expelled in their turn, (this was in 1886) had 
come and slain them all, or driven them from their ver- 
dant savannahs and sublime forests, never more to 
return. 

Certainly, it was from no lack of material that the 
mounds of stones, which I had seen in the lower country, 
had not been built here. Rock abounded, denuded 
of soil, and, in many places, a good deal shingled. 
We dismounted at a spot where the way was blocked 
by huge masses of granite, and Securing Jack to a 
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tree, pursued our exploration on foot, as best we 
could. 

There were innumerable sbrubs and yarieties of 
flowers that we had never seen before, growing in 
clefts of the ledges, or in the little soil which, here and 
there, sustained stunted oaks and birches. We saw 
many curious forms in rock, resembling an easy chair, 
a table, the human head, or figure of a quadruped 
conchant, <fec. <fec., and now and then my light-footed 
pioneer would call my attention to some miniature 
cave which she had discovered. All these things, 
afforded Waifwood a world of entertainment, im- 
measurably enhanced by finding them herself, and 
pomting them out to me, which she did with gay 
alacrity and numberless exclamations to arrest my at- 
tention or express her delight At length, we attained 
an open space upon the height, commanding a mag- 
nificent panoramic view of a large area of the sur- 
rounding country ; woodland and rich savannahs, in- 
•terspersed with rivers, and the com and bean and cot- 
ton fields of the Indians and squatters,; and, beyond, a 
circle of hills, rising like an amphitheatre from the 
vale to the blue canopy arching from the zenith just 
enough to shut them in. Then such glorious coloring, 
and blending of light and shade ! 

I paused to sketch a little, and we sat down to- 
gether upon a boulder, for both were somewhat tired 
with clambering. The rough outline done, I produced 
our luncheon from the wallet which I had slung over 
my shoulder, and the child went with my tin cup, and 
held it against a big rock from a cleft in which a little 
thread of cold, sparkling water ran. The cool mouii* 



218 WAIFWOOD. 

tarn air was invigorating and oar appetite first-best, 
and, humble as was the food, prince never feasted 
better. 

^^ Don't 70U think Jack would like some, too ? '^ 
suggested my little trencher-mate, who never had an 
enjoyment herself that she did not wish others to 
share, ^^ I think he must be hungry. Fm little, and 
I'm hungry ; he is so much larger than I and you, I 
'spects he must be very, very hungry, indeed ! " 

"Bless you, my darling I" I rejoined, smoothing 
down her silken locks with which the breeze was play- 
ing, " you are a good girl to think so much of the 
dumb animals. We will go to him presently, but let 
us sit awhile and admire this grand scenery. Come, 
you shall point out to me anything pretty that you see 
in this landscape." 

She responded, pointing, as she spok^ to what is 
sometimes called a mackerel sky. " That's the pret* 
tiest. It is like ever so many white rabbits, with yel- 
low tips to their ears ; aint it ? " 

" The sun, which they partly hide, gilds their points 
with his rays, my dear," I replied. '* Now they grow 
larger, and, with their white fleece, resemble a flock 
of ^heep and lambs." 

"Wont yon mark them on your picture?" she 
asked. 

"They have made their appearance since I drew 
the sketch," I replied, " and by the time that I take 
up my book and pencil, they will take other forms. 
In that respect, they are very much like the Dutch- 
man's pig." 

"Oh, tell me about that ! " crifed Waif wood, eagerly* 
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^ He had some swine, and a litter of young ones. 

Being asked how many he had, he said he couldn't 

1^ tell : he had counted them, aU except one, but that 

one was such a lively little pig he wouldn't stay still 

long enough to be counted ! " 

This joke was just as good as new to Waifwood, 
and after a tnerry laugh, she expressed an ardent 
desire to be the possessor of just such a pig for 
herself. 

"Now look at the sky again," said L "You see 
that the little clouds have joined together, many of 
them." 

" Yes, and now they are like a herd of black and 

i^ white cattle; but there is one," she cried, pointing to- 

[ / ward the zenith, "as large as our cabin, see! seel 

there is a door to it, where the sun shines in, just like 

it do at home I Oh, aint it pretty ? " 

"The light behind it is making it a house of gold, 
half covered with roses in fuU-bloom," I replied, 
humoring her fancy. 

" Yes," she exclaimed, " and the cows and sheep 
are coming home to the house t " 

"•And we had better hurry home to ours, I sus- 
pect, if we don't want to get a ducking," said L 

The gold, orange, deep rich blue and violet colors, 
and the many pleasing shapes, which the clouds had 
assumed, were soon merged in one dark heavy mass, , 
which quickly extended arotmd nearly the whole arch, 
without shutting out the meridian sun and the blue 
sky immediately over our heads. Then it began to 
1^ rain &r away, upon woods and intervals much lower 

§• doMm than where we stood. To r^race our steps. 
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would have been to seek the shower, the fall of which 
upon the forest sounded like the tramp of an invading 
army of cavalry. But there was artillery along, for 
we heard the echoes of its cannonade rambling among 
the hills and timber. The effect of all this, to us who 
stood in the genial sunshine, above it all, was both sin- 
gular and sublime. 

Waifwood clinging to me for a moment, in fear of 
the thunder, I pointed to the blue sky over our heads, 
and re-assured her. Then her thoughts recurred to 
Jack, whom we had left secured to a tree, but the 
shower passed so rapidly and disappeared, that she 
was made easy on that point also. 

We sat down again, to wait for the sunshine to dry 
the wet woods through which we were to return, and 
taking my little book from my pocket, I gave her 
another lesson in reading, in which I had taught her 
somewhat ab*eady. 

"What nice finger-nails you have I" said Waif- 
wood, taking one of my hands. *^ Mine are jiot half so 
pretty a color. See, how dark mine are ! " 

It was true ; they were so. It was the only trace 
that I ever discovered reminding me of her ill-starred 
mother's mixed blood. Poor Lul I had often 
thought of her during the past five years, and still 
more since my arrival at the cabin. 

Once, a letter from Rev. Mr. Perrin, and, again, a 
few irregular lines in a large, rough hand, from Mo- 
Clure, gave me a little information concerning her. 

Generally regarded as insane as well as dumb, Lu 
was held in great respect by the Indians, who en- 
coimtered her sometimes in her solitary rambles along 
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the banks of the wild mountain torrent, to which they 
had given the name of " The Mad Woman's Creek." 
Sf It had already become a rather embarrassing ques- 

tion with me what disposition I should make of Waif- 
wood after my removal of her from the care of the 
negress. The most convenient place for the present, 
and, on some accounts, the most genial, would be the 
home of the McCiures, who I felt assured would be well- 
disposed to receive the little stranger, (of whose real 
origin they would know nothing ;) but then arose the 
objection, their cabin was the asylum of poor Lu. Of 
course, it could serve no good end to have her mater- 
nal relationship to Waifwood known, nor was it prob- 
^ &ble that in her condition of mind she would herself 

f discover it : still there was a chance, that, what has 

been called, *' the unerring instinct of nature " would 
I - betray to her the presence of her child ; and the bare 

I possibility of such a thing inclined me to leave the 

I little girt with the woman who had reared her, until I 

I should have finished my service in the Cherokee 

i country and gone into winter quarters. 

I With his conversion, Murrell had abandoned, of 

course, his former evil purpose of selling the little girl 
into slavery when she had become enough grown to 
command a large price, and she could reside, I thought, 
as safely in the cabin as elsewhere. So I argued, but 
it availed nothing as long as Waifwood held her former 
enemy in such dislike and fear : hence, I was again in 
doubt as to what was best to do in the case. This 
thought led me to reflection, in which I indulged freely 
while following Waifwood down the mountain. 
L> Presently, my little pioneer turned and shouted 
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that there Jack was, and, in a few moments afterward, 
we came to the spot where he was whinnering his joy 
at onr approach, which was not the less satisfactory to 
him for being followed by a bait of fat oats from one 
of my saddle-bags. 

We reached home without meeting with any inci- 
dent worthy of mention, in season for an early sapper, 
to which old Dinah welcomed us with right good-wilL 

Subsequently, Waifwood accompanied me almost 
daily, and a fortnight passed usefully as well as 
pleasantly enough. All went quietly along until cir^ 
cumstances occurred, that materially altered the face of 
affairs in our household, and led. to a catastrophe which 
I will now relate. ^ 

While I was engaged, from day to day, in adding 
to my stock of field notes, and taking the lay of the 
land and the course of the waters in all that neighbor- 
hood, the invalid in the cabin had been constantly 
improving in health, and as he had taken care to shave 
himself, he looked quite like another man. As he be- 
came stronger, confinement grew more irksome to him, 
and, as little as I saw of him, I observed a deeline 
in his spirituality, and that he was weary and dis- 
contented ; but I was not aware of the full extent of 
his dissaSection until the time in question. 

Murrell had never appeared pleased with Waif- 
wood's partiality for me, especially as it heightened 
by contrast her dislike for him ; and, as, on account of 
some slight illness, she remained at home that day, he 
thought it no more than right that she should make 
herself more agreeable to him than common. I learnt 
from Dinah, subsequently, that the sensitive child 
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would neither walk nor play with hiift ; pleading an 
excuse that she did not feel well. 

Offended hj her shyness, Murrell began to scold, 
and she to cry, until Dinah took her part, when he 
became very angry, and telling the child that he was 
her master, threatened that if she did not come and 
kiss him and say she was sorry, he would take her 
away that very night and sell her to a slave-driver. 
Her shower of tears — ^for she wept bitterly at this — 
instead of moving him to pity, only made him the 
more angry, and he attempted to lay hold of her. 
Eluding his clutch with a shriek of terror, the poor 
little thing fled from the cabin to the woods, in the 
direction which I and Jack had taken, when we left 
in the morning. 

MurJrell would have pursued her, had not the four- 
legged beast, Growler, taken a formidable attitude in 
the door-way and intercepted his passage. Struck by 
the ludicrousness of this unexpected opposition, the 
villain laughed boisterously, and, telling the negress 
that his threats were only in fun, resumed his seat, 
where he soon fell into a brown study. The bear, 
squatting upon its haunches, near the door, glowered 
upon him for a time with a black, phosphorescent glare, 
then dropped its chin upon its fore-pawa> and went to 
sleep with one eye open. 

Hours passed,and still the child had not re-appeared 
at the cabin. Both Dinah and her guest supposed 
that she had found me, and would return with me to 
the cabin about the usual time. After dinner, Murrell 
amused himself with trying on two or three disguises 
which, in former years he had kept in this place of 
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refuge, for us6 in an emergency or when expediency 
dictated. Among these was the Indian dress famished 
him by his confederate, the late husband of the ne- 
gress, and in this costume I found him, when I sur- 
prised the occupants of the cabin by returning towards 
evening without Waifwood. 

When I learnt enough of the facts to infer the rest, 
I was both alarmed and angry : anxious for the safety 
of the child, and mad with the cause of her flight. 
After censuring him severely, (for I am naturally of a 
hasty temper,) I re-mounted my horse to go in quest of 
her. As soon as my back was turned upon him, the 
treacherous villain, smarting beneath my rebuke, took 
up the old rifle and primed it from a horn of powder 
that hung from a beam close at hand. 

The first notice that I had of his hostile intention 
was his address to me, delivered with a sardonic smile 
upon his countenance, as he raised the rifle and 
brought it to his shoulder,-^^' Doctor, get off that 
horse I " 

*^For what reason?'' I demanded, quite taken 
aback with surprise. 

^^ Because I want it," he replied. *^I have got 
tired of stopping here, and have concluded to set out 
upon my travels." 

^^ And you would steal my horse ! " said I. 

*^I shall appropriate it. Stealing is not a polite 
word. In fact, I borrow it. It is like a forced loan 
by a repudiating state," he rejoined. 

^^But where, now, are your religious professions 
a^d solemn vows ? " I asked indignantly. 

^^I have backslidden," he replied, laughing. 
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** And why was that ? *' I inquired. 

** It was so easy I '* he answered. 

" Wretched man," I rejoined, " you are like the 
dog that returns — ^" 

**' I know the text," he shouted, interrupting me. 
*' But you know the old song : — 

* When the devil was sick. 
The devil a monk would be ; 
But when the devil got well, 
The devil a monk was he ! " 

Knowing well the foul condition of the weapon he 
held, and which I had omitted to dean, I put spurs to 
my horse, and started off at a dashing rate. I heard 
the discharge of the gnn, but was unharmed. Not 
80 the traitor who had fired it. 

The gun had kicked him ; in its recoil dealing him 
a severe blow upon the head, and apparently stunning 
him. Indignant at his treachery and base ingratitude, 
I had quickly dismounted with the purpose of thrash- 
ing him, if I could. As I approached, I saw where 
the breech of t)ie weapon had knocked back the mass 
of hair from his temple and exposed the scarred re- 
mains of the ear which McClure had shot of^ five 
years before, in the flight of the villain with the stolen 
child and horse. 

He was still reeling under the effect of the recoil, 
and I could not strike him in that condition. Hand- 
ing the fallen piece to the frightened negress, I told 
her to fetch the fellow some water. The rascal was 
not so much stunned as he had pretended, and taking 
advantage of my turn to Dinah, he suddenly sprang 
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upon my horse, and shouting, with a laugh of triumph, 
*^ Remember Wakeelah 1 *' attempted to ride o£ Bat 
Jack remembered Wakeelah, too, and had no notion 
of having him take any more liberties with him. 
Elephants are said to have a wonderfully retentive 
memory of abuse, and my horse resembled them in 
this respect. He needed no system of nmemotechny 
to aid his recollection of his strange rider. Perhaps 
the sight of the Indian dress may have had its effect, 
but I think it was instinct that caused him to refuse to 
budge more than a few yards. Then he stood stock 
still, which gave me an opportimity to spring upon 
Hurrell and pull him down from the saddle. He 
struggled in my grasp, and, frightened at the tussle, 
the horse ran, dragging the kidnapper by the foot 
which had got caught in the citirrup. More scared 
now than before, the animal made a break for the 
woods, hauling the luckless villain over the ground at 
a rough rate, until he reached the timber, where the 
first tree he passed received an indentation from 
Murrell's head and disengaged him from the stirrup. 

Freed from his hated rider, Jack recovered his 
equanimity, and, giving the lifeless wretch a wide 
berth, came trotting back to me with a whinner in- 
tended to express, perhaps, his satisfaction at the re- 
sult Without any further loss of time, I mounted 
him and rode away in quest of poor little Waif wood ^ 
leaving the ruffian to his chances. 

It was then nearly dark and the child had been 
gone seven or eight hours. What could have become 
of her ? J£ she had followed the path, and road^ to the 
river, had she attempted to cross it? Th§ stream, ' 
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subject to considerable changes, had been very low of 
late, so that, at the ford, the water was not knee-deep 
when I crossed it in the morning ; but it was rapid 
and had force enough to carry the little one down. 
My only hope against such a catastrophe was her 
familiarity with the river, in which I knew she had 
often waded and bathed. My day's work had been on 
the line of the river, above the ford, but of that she 
had not been aware. If she had crossed the run, it 
was probable that she had pursued her flight by the 
road on the other side, leading by the deserted cabin 
once the residence of Jake Ward ; a long distance even 
for a man to walk in one day, and how could I expect 
she would reach that shelter by night ? It did occur to 
me, however, that if she had continued her way in that 
direction, instead of dropping with fatigue before 
reaching it, I should find her under that roof. It was 
a faint hope, but I clutched at it and clung to it, 
despite the greater probability, that, overcome by ex- 
haustion, she might have stepped aside from the road a 
little, and sat down to rest and so while she was sleep- 
ing I should pass by, unconscious of her proximity, and 
lose her. 

Perplexed by these hopes and fears, I hurried for- 
ward, straining my eyes as long as a ray of day-light 
remained, to catch, if I could, a glimpse of thefugitive 
in the woods on either side of me as I passed. By the 
time I had reached the river, I was very anxious to 
know whejther she had crossed it safely, and, disr 
mountmg, I examined the soft moist earth at the mar- 
gin to discover her tracks. They were there, sure 
enough, and getting into the saddle again, I walked 
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Jack through the shallow stream. I ought to have 
rode out, above or below the landing so as not to dis- 
turb any footprints she might have left on that banl^ 
which would have assured me she had reached it, but 
I was so much engaged endeavoring to see into the 
water, that I neglected that precaution. It was too 
dark to discover any track, and it was only by feeling 
over the surface with my hand in quest of small foot- 
prints, that I discovered any, and those were either too 
large or evidently those of quadrupeds &c. 

While I am pushing on through the dark wood, in 
the direction of Ward's, the reader shall follow the 
little fugitive, and learn all that happened to her. 



CHAPTER XXVnL 

A SPECIAL PBOYIDBNGB. 

Almost frightened out of her wits by the brutal 
threat and attempt of Murrell to seize her, the child 
fled like a hare through the woods, not pausing or 
looking back but confident that her enemy was follow- 
ing her, until, catching her naked foot in a brier yine, 
she fell, exhausted and bleeding, upon the ground, 
where she lay pabting and in momentary expectation 
of beibg in the clutches of Murrell, like a little sparrow 
in the talons of a hawk. Discovering after a few mo- 
ments of distressing suspense, that her pursuer was no 
where in sight, §he asked God to take her safely to 
me, and rising from her knees went on at a more 
moderate pace, yet rapidly, until she came to the 
river. She was a little afraid to cross it, but did so, 
and felt refreshed. Seeing the road, when she ascended 
the bank, she suppqsed I had gone that way, and she 
went on, until quite tired, she sat down td rest and cry a 
little. Then she fell asleep and the sun was down when 
she awoke. . She felt much better, and thought that per- 
haps I might be near at hand, though unseen, as I had 
told Jier God was, and she called my name many times, 
until she thought to herself that perhaps the bad man 
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might hear her : perhapB he had heard her : perhaps 
he was conmig. He would see her, in the road; she"^^ 
woald seek the cover of the boshes. Leaving the 
path and running deeper into the woods, she scared up 
a flock of turkeys, the noise of whose wings through 
the brush sounded to her like the coming of ft pursuer^ 
and again, full of terror, she darted forward, not know- 
ing nor thinkiug where she was going ; intent onl j 
upon escaping from that dreadful man who wanted to 
catch her and sell her into slavery. The scraggy 
brushwood that bruised her flesh and the thorns tliat 
tore her tender skin, all were unheeded in this, her 
run for dear life and liberty. Presently, she felt the 
ground give way under her feet, and in a moment more 
was up to her arm-pits beneath the surface, and still 
sinking into the treacherous quagmire. ^^ Oh, Father, 
God I " she cried, ^* if you are near, come help your little 
girl I " A broken branch of a tree lay near hef , and 
her seizing on this was all that saved her. Then she 
shouted my name many times, but only the echoes of 
the swamp responded with their mocking repetitions. 
The darkness gradually descended, and when the 
poor child saw the stars come out one by one, and 
look down upon her, she wondered if they were 
angels' eyes come to watch over her — ^angels who 
would pluck her out of the bog and bear her up to 
that beautiful sky when she was dead. '^ Oh, come 
and take poor little Pic; now ; wont you ? " she cried, 
addressing!: them. ^^ Oh, dear Father in heaven, your 
little girl wants you very bad. Don't you see, I 
can't get out?" 

Overcome by fatigue and hunger, exhausted na- 
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tare conld stistam itself no longer, and before she had 
finished her little prayer, " Now I lay me down to 
sleep, ifec." her eye-lids drooped and she lost all con- 
sciousness in a slumber that even the mosquitoes 
could not break. So she passed the night, and in the 
morning awoke with no succor near. A supplication 
to (rod for help fallowed, and again she shouted my 
name as loud as she could, but was too faint and 
weary to repeat it. 

There were two large black birds upon an old, dry 
tree. They kept eyemg her, untD it made her nervous. 
She told them she wished they would go away, but 
they hopped down from one limb to another, nearer 
and nearer to her, as if they were waiting for ber to 
die. These creatures were buzzards, and doubtless 
they expected to pick poor little Waifwood's bones. 

The pangs of hunger now began to distress her, 
and shb made another effort to extricate herself, for 
she thought if she could only get out she should be 
able to find something in the woods that she could 
eat ; but the quagmire held her in as with the power 
of suction. " Please, somebody, give a poor little girl 
some breakfast I" she murmured. There was no re- 
sponse, but the two great, black, ugly looking carrion 
birds swooped down on to the bog within two or three 
yards of her, and regarded her patiently with their 
dull, heavy eyes^ as much as to say, ^' We bide our 
time.*' 

She tried to scare them away, but they replied 
only by a stupid stare, and drawing in their bare 
necks, rested their heads upon their breasts, and con- 
tinued to watch and wait. 
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^ Oh dear, oh dear," she sobbed, ^ wiU Crod let his 
little girl die here, and never, never, let her see her 
friends any more ? Onr Father who art in heaven, do 
be good to poor little Pic, and send somebodj to 
help her! ** 

A voice, (she said, afterwards, in rebiting her ad- 
venture,) seemed to say to her, ^ Cry out for help, and 
keep shouting as long and as loud as ever yon can,** 
and she did so, till the swamp echoed again. When 
her voice was no longer audible, she heard the crack- 
ling of the dry bushes, as of footsteps approachrig, 
and it made her heart leap within her. 

She strained her eyes in her effort to descry the 
approaching object. It might be a wild animal : per- 
haps it was old Growler, hunting for his little mistress : 
perhaps it was the good doctor : and alas I was it not 
more likely to be her enemy, the treacherous guest? 
That fear held her tongue, when she was tempted to 
renew her cries. Better die there, than £sdl into the 
hands of that bad man. 

But no ; it was neither of the objects suggested. 
A woman soon emerged from the thicket, and Waif- 
wood cried out for joy. "Oh, do come dnd help me 
out 1 " she exclaimed, and then, she said, it seemed as 
if she could not breathe again, nor see anything ; but 
all grew dark and she thought she was dying. I pre- 
sume she swooned away. She remembered nothing 
that happened until she awoke as from a bad dream, 
and found herself lying upon the green bank of a 
stream of water, and an unknown woman, with clasped 
hands and long, dishevelled hair, crouched upon the 
grass at her feet, regarding her with a kind yet strange 
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expression, as if she were herself bewildered at the 
sight of her. 

At first, the little girl thought it mnsl be an angel, 
and maybe this was heaven ; and she asked the good 
being if it were so. But the woman made no answer, 
though she pressed her hands upon her forehead and 
looked as if she wanted to speak. 

Poor Ln ! She had never uttered a word since her 
power of speech was paralyzed by the shock which 
had so nearly deprived her of life, five years before. It 
was rarely that any human being elicited any notice 
from her, and only instinct could cause her to feel 
more interest in this child than in any other. The 
^ mountain torrent had been, during the interval of her 
imbecility, the only object of her love, but now she 
regarded wistfully the little creature whom she had 
rescued from* the bog and brought to her favorite 
haunt ; and when Waifwood said " I'm so dry I 
Please, marm, give me some drink I '' she took her in 
her arms tenderly and bore her to the edge of 
the water. Kneeling down, and stooping over till her 
lips touched the surface of the clear, cold stream, the 
child drank her fill, and then asked for a piece of bread, 
or something else to eat, for she was very hungry. 
At which, the woman smiled and motioning her to re- 
main (where she lay almost too weak to rise,) darted 
up the bank and into the wood. She returned in a 
few moments with her hands full of Indian plums, and 
these the child ate : then fell asleep. 

When she awoke, the woman had her head in her 
lap and was caressing her hair. As she uttered no 
word in reply to her questions, and looked strangely. 
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notwithstanding her kindness, Waifwood began to re- 
gard her timidly and beg that she would find me. 

Poor La's supine mental capaoitj was inadequate 
to comprehend the child, though she pressed her long 
lean fingers hard upon her temples and gazed at her 
earnestly, as if trying to understand. Suddenly, as if 
an idea had occurred to her, she smiled vivaciously 
and taking Waifwood in her arms, eagerly, harried 
with her along the margin of the creek, to a wild, 
picturesque spot, where the stream, wider and more 
shallow, coursed over a bed of dark sand. Seating 
the child upon the shore, she then went down to some 
rocks dose to the water, and from a hiding place 
under one of them took a small glass bottle and^ 
brought it, with a triumphant expression to Waifwood. 
It was half full of little yellow flakes no bigger than 
the scales of gold-fish, whose color they resembled as 
she poured some of them into the little hands which 
the child placed together to receive them. 

In this attitude, I found these two persons, so 
closely related, yet ignorant of the tie invisibly con- 
necting them. Lu, startled at my approach, hastily 
concealed her treasure, and motioned me away im- 
periously ; but Waifwood uttered a cry of joy, and 
casting what she held in her hands upon the rock 
where she had been sitting, tottered forward to my ^ 

open arms. With a shower of mingled tears and i 

kisses, she clung around my neck, while with my own 
eyes suffused with grateful moisture, I hugged her to 
my glad heart. Of course we had much to say. 
Meantime the mother regarded this fond meeting with , 

jealousy and displeasure. Evidently she regarded me 4 
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as an intruder ; but after gazing upon us for a few mo- 
ments, she turned sullenly to the rock, and began to 
gather up the yellow scales and miniature yellow peb- 
bles which the child had carelessly thrown down. 
They were little flakes, and nuggets of pure gold, 
which the half-idiotic woman had found from time to 
time in the bed of the creek, and (prizing them as 
children do pretty shells ^d pebbles gathered upon a 
sea-beach,) had hoarded them carefully, and kept 
them in a snug hiding-place, safe from any depredat- 
ing hand. Gold had been found in the beds of several 
•of the creeks, as well as in the quartz rock,- of the 
Cherokee countryj and at that time there were two or 
three gold-mining companies in Korth Carolina and 
Georgia, (though it was not, in the unsystematic and 
improvident manner in which they conducted it, a 
lucrative investment,) but I confess it had never oc- 
curred to me before, that the Mad Woman's Creek, 
in its rush from the mountain, washed down such 
** golden sand." 

^' You are faint with fatigue and hunger, my dear 
child I " said I, " Sit with this good creature, untj^ I 
find some nourishment for yon in my saddle-bag. I. 
have a friend, not far from here, with whom this wo- 
man lives when she is at home. When you have 
broken your long fast, we will go thither." 

Jac^stood near by, and, placing Waifwood in the 
lap of Lu, whose grateful expression rewarded me for 
the act, I got for her the remains of my yesterday's 
lunch and a crisp corn-cake which I had obtained from 
the table of a Cherokee under whose roof, (the cabin 
tenanted, at an earlier period of our narrative by Jake 



286 WAIFWOOD. 

Ward and his interesting family,) I had lodged and 
eaten a hearty though frugal breakfast. As I have 
before confessed to an unfailing alinientitiveness even 
under the most trying circumstances, the magnani- 
mous reader will not do me the injustice to doubt the 
sincerity of tKe solicitude then weighing upon m'y 
mind in regard to my protege. The fact is, I was 
ever of a hopeful disposition, and as I had always 
fancied that I could descry through the most gloomy 
vista, and the longest of the dark alleys of life, an illu- 
minated transparent lantern bearmg the encouraging 
motto *' Never Despair," so, now, anxious as I waa 
about the lost child, something whispered to me, that 
I should find her in the morning. Fortunately, the ' 
night was bland and clear. I thanked God with all 
my heart that it was so. Healthy, as Waifwood was, 
she might have perished if one of the heavy storms, 
common to that country, had prevailed. 

" Oh, dear I '* cried the eager little feeder, " this 
tastes so good ! Wont you have a bite ? " and she 
put a morsel of it to the mouth of the poor soul, who still 
homing her in her lap, was gazing upon her with that 
same wistful expression in her large, dark eyes. The 
proffered morsel was received and eaten, which made 
the child's eyes sparkle with pleasure, and she repeated 
the expression with like success, for though she had 
had food in the morning at McClure^ Lu's leng ram- 
ble, which had providentially led her to the succor of 
her unknown child, had given her an appetite. It may 
damage the romance to mention the fact, but it was 
BO, and a very pleasant sight it was to me, who like . 
to see people eating, to witness the satisfaction of 
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these two creatures, (so tenderly allied yet so long 
seperated and still estranged,) as they shared the slight 
and homely repast. 

In the meantime, Waifwdod related to me, some- 
what disjointedly, the cause of her running away and 
her adventures subsequently. 

*' And wasn't God real good," said she, in conclu* 
sion, ^^ when I prayed to Him to please let somebody 
come and help poor little Pic, to send this kind 
woman? Why don't she speak to me? I was 
frightened at her sometimes, she looked so, out of her 
eyes, and made such motions, and tried to speak and 
couldn't." 

"She is dumb," I replied. " Her name is Lu : she 
lives a few nules from here. Her head is not well, and 
she does not understand." 

At this, the mother nodded her head, probably in 
recognition of her name, as she repeated the motion 
when I said, " your name is Lu : you live at Major 
McClure's?" 

"In' a great storm, five years ago," I added, ad- 
dressing Waifwood, " this poor creature was struck by 
lightning, and so badly hurt that she could neither 
move nor speak. It was a terrible night for her 1 " 

Lu covered her wan face with her hands and 
pressed her forehead as I spoke. 

" AnH didn't she die?" asked Waifwood with a 
trembling lip and faltering accent. 

" She recovered after a while the use of her limbs," 
I replied, " but her head never became all right again, 
^*and I have been told that she has never been able*to 
speak a single word from that time to this." 
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Lu shook her head, slowly and sorrowfully, but 
smiled when the little one with > sympathizing ex- 
pression, took away her attenuated hands from her 
face, and kissed her; then hugged Waif wood convul- 
sively to her bosom and wept. 

From that time forth, she never wiSingly released 
the child from her care. Upon starting to proceed 
with them to McClure's, I would have taken Waif- 
wood in front of me, but it was only by using con- 
siderable persuasion that I prevailed upon the mother 
to yield her to me, and when she had done so, after 
some mute expostulation, she walked by the nde of 
the horse with her hand upon the little girl's lap, as if 
the better to maintain her new-bom interest in the 
precious charge. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THB UXIYSBSAL OBXIUS. 

It was a charming forenoon, and all the sylvan 
way smiled blandly on us as we passed. Following 
the stream, we had travelled slowly along for an hour 
or more, when our attention was attracted by a voice 
in the distance addressing some object with great 
emphasis and many inflections;* In a few moments, 
the speaker appeared, standing upon a little cliff of 
rock which jutted over the creek, at a place where 
it broadened into a mimic bay; indenting the 
firther bank, and presenting a mirror-like surface, in 
whieh ever and anon he surveyed himself with much 
apparent complacency, as he proceeded with his har- 
rangne. 

I looked to see a companion, but he was all alone ; 
his declamation being intended for an imaginary House 
of Lords. Much amused, I stopped my little party 
behind the concealment afforded by a huge cypress 
tree, to observe the stranger more closely. 

He was a man of twenty-eight years, or there- 
abouts, and clad in a natty drab velvet hunting frock 
and breeches. A rifle lay upon the rock, near by him. 
His hair was red, and as usual with persons of that 
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complexion, his skin was fdr and tosy, and his manner 
impulsive and ardent. 

When he had done addressing the *^ noble lords,*' 
he hemmed a little, blew his nose, brushed back his 
ear-locks, and striking an attitude with one leg thrown . 
back, and arm outstretched, shouted, ^May it please 
your Honor, and Gentlemen of the Jury I " Then fol- 
lowed an impassioned appeal in behalf of a supposititious 
prisoner at the imaginary bar: his powerful lungs 
making the woods echo again. When the ranter had 
come to a pause, quite spent of breath, and was wijang 
tHe perspiration from his forehead, I issued from my 
covert, and, after bidding him good morning, compli- 
mented him upon his elocution. 

*^ Ah I " he exclaimed, ailer returning my saluta- 
tion very cordially, **you overheard me, did you? 
Demosthenes used to practise in this way, you know, 
alone by himself at the sea-shore. So, you see, I have 
a classic precedent for my nonsense. Besides I am to 
be admitted to the bar, and expect political promo- 
tion. Ned Morlis can't begin with me. Think of 
his becoming a great pleader before a jury, or an 
orator upon the stump I It aint in him." 

^^ You know the Morlis family, then f " said I, the 
name reminding me of old times. 

'*0h, yes," he replied, "I met them in. Augusta, 
last winter, while I was lecturing there, upon Phreno- 
logy, Physiology, Craniology, and other ologies too 
numerous to mention ; and lately I have passed a day 
or two at their plantation, which is not far from here. 
In fact I strayed out from that place, this morning, to 
get a shot at a deer.'' 
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" And you have had one ? " 

" Yes — ^no— that is to say," he stammered, colormg 
a little, ^^ I saw a fine young buck at the drink, here, 
but I wasn't used to it, you see, and when I went to 
ta^e aim, my heart bumped at my ribs as if it w^re a 
sb, and I was so obfuscated by surprise, or something, 
that I couldn't fire until the rascal was out of sight.'' 

^ It usually^ happens, so with new beginners," said 
I, laughing ; '^-an instance of a man's shooting well the 
first time he aimed at a deer, was never known. . At 
least, old hunters have told me so." 

'^ Then, you think Morlis won't plague the life out 
of me, when he is told of it ? " he asked. 

^' I doubt whether he could do any better himself," 
I replied, y I am going in this direction ; good morn- 
ing, sir." 

" Hold on ; " said he, picking up his gun, and tak- 
ing the opposite side of me from Lu ; *^ if agreeable, I 
will walk along with you, though afoot. I am a great 
pedestrian, you see. In &ct, I have walked many a 
time, for a wager. Plenty of cold water, and exer- 
cise! that's what I. go in for. By the by, that's a 
charming child you have there I Your own, I sup- 
pose ? The mother, not fond of riding, like myself, 
prefers to walk. Shows her good sense. I should 
have known that by the conformation of her forehead, 
for I am a bit of a phrenologist, as well as a disciple of 
Lavater. — 

In yonder countenance divine. 
Where sense with beauty doth combine ; 
Our skil^ science ci|n descry, 
A well of wisdom in the eye. 
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DonH put that in quotation marks, my friend I lt'0 
original and impromptu. I'm pretty good at such 
things. By Jove l,it all the albums Fve written as 
good things as that in, were piled together, it would 
make a right smart heap, as these hoosiers about here, 
say. I beg your pardon t I don't know but what 
you are a native ? " 

Relieving him upon that point, I asked him if he 
knew what plans of life the Morlis young men had be- 
fore them. 

'^ The mother, an ambitious woman^ you see, would 
like to make one a great lawyer and Uie other (that's 
Robert) a preacher ; but Bob swears he wont be a 
parson, and will be nothing but a planter, which is 
glory enough for one man. The fact is, there's a yel* 
low girl on the plantation that he cottons to, and that's 
his anchor for the present. Ned is inclined to please 
Ms mother, and in order that he may be content to 
study in an Augusta law office, the family, (all but 
Bob,) pass most of the time at their residence near 
that city. But I'd like to see him plead a case against 
me. Before he knew it, I would talk the nose off his 
face. Yes, sir ! as sure as my name is Jim Whytal." 

" Whittle ? " said I, " Whittle ? where have I heard 
that name before ? " 

** Hang it, sir ; not Whittle, but Whytal ; W-h-y-t^. 

* Who steals my purse steals trash ; 
But he that filches my good name, 
Robs me of that which naught enriches him, 
And ms^es me poor indeed ! ' 

That's Shakspeare abbreviated." 
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Is it mstrumentation yon want ? I can play on th^ Ante, 
the fiddle, the clarionet, the comet-a-piston, the bass- 
horn, the dmm, the fife and the jewsharp. Is it yocali- 
zation ? I can sing you most anything, from an ora- 
torio down to Jim Crow. Do you want tragedy ? I 
can rant you Richard, or lisp you Romeo, to your 
heart's content. Is there a call for comedy? you 
neyer saw a better Dick Dashall or Captain Absolute. 
I can paint and draw, but the devil of it is my drafts 
are never honored. In short," he added, more 
soberly, ^ like most of those who have many strings to 
their bow, I have not a single gift, natural or acquired, 
that I can depend upon for vulgar bread and butter. 
If I had had only a taste for sawing wood, and made 
the most of it, I should be &r better off now^ than 
I am." 

"You are right,** said I, "one regular occupa- 
tion, no matter, how humble, so it be honest, is better 
than a dozen. 

" Ah ! " he sighed, " I must get spliced to a fortune : 
marry a plantation, with lots of short-haired relations. 
The worst of it is, where there are such attractions, all 
the odiers — such as grace, intelligence, Ac — are lack- 
ing. Miss Morlis wiU do, and there are some pretty 
heiresses in Augusta, but in intellect, freshness of 
countenance, sparkling vivacity, and pleasing conver- 
sation, how infinitely superior are our Yankee girls to 
these southern ladies ! *' 

By this time, we had reached a fork in the ro£d, 
which was the nearest course for the universal genius 
to take to reach the bridge which he must cross on his 
way to the Morlis plantation; and so we parted. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

OLD VBIS-NDS. 

Mt little party had now only a short piece of hilly 
road to ascend, to come within sight of Major Mc- 
Clore's clearing. This was the track np which my 
horse had dashed on the night of the awful storm, so 
memorable in the history of La and Waifwood. It 
looked as familiar as if I had seennt yesterday, thongh 
several years had elapsed. 

A few minutes sufficed to bring us within sight of 
the homely but hospitable cabin. There was the old 
man, just outside, shelling some com, under the shade 
of a fig tree which had been grown since I was there, 
and the good dame, in her mob-cap, and with spec- 
tacles on nose, in her accustomed seat in the door- way, 
knitting a stocking for her old man, to whom she was 
just then saying that she had let a fork drop that 
morning, and it stuck up in the floor, which made her 
sartin sure theyM have company before night My 
heart rejoiced at the sight of them, and I wondered to 
myself whether or not they would know me, as I had 
greatly altered since they saw me last. 

No, it was evident they did not remember me. Lu, 
of course, they welcomed, and rbing from their seats 
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with native courtesy, itiej saluted me, bat there was 
no look of recognition. ** 

. " Ah 1 '* I cried, " have you so soon forgotten v^e ? *' 
and, handing Waifwood into the arms of the grateful 
Lu, I dismounted and stood before the old couple, 
with a hand for each. ^* DonH you know me ? '' 

^^Sartin,'* said the Major, brushing his eyes as if to 
clear them, ^^ I ought to know you, stranger, but for 
the life of me I — ^" and here he hesitated. The dame, 
meanwhile, had taken my hand, and was scanning me 
closely through her glasses. ^^Oh dear!" she ex- 
claimed, completely at fault, ^Tm gittin' so for- 
gitfull'* 

" No wonder you don't know me," said I, to re- 
lieve their perplexity and chagrin : ^' this scar and my 
heavy beard were not here when you last saw me. I 
am Major y who was with you the night — ^" 

^ That poor Lu was struck by lightning ? " cried the 
overjoyed dame, interrupting me, ^^ oh Major, Major i 
I^m so glad to see ye ! " and throwing her arms wide 
open, she gave me a good hug, and a kiss on either 
cheek : a welcome which I as cordially returned, for I 
did love the good old soul, she so reminded me of my 
own dear mother. Nor was Major McClure less hearty 
in his welcome. He, too, gave me a regular bear's 
hug, and then with tears of joy in their eyes, they 
stood and gazed at me, recalling one by one my linea- 
ments to their recollection. 

** And this yere little darling, is your chile ? " said 
the dame, kissing Waifwood and caressing her, in the 
arms of the imbecile. ^' Why Lu, dear I I haven't 
seen you looking so bright and happy for a long time ! " 
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* 

The {>oor oreatore's response was by Idsring Waifwood 
aod giving her the lAttle of ore to play with. Then 
Bitting upon the floor, they emptied the golden scales 
and pebbles and amnsed themselves with them like 
two ohildren, nntil the little one's eyelids drooped, and, 
with her head in Ln's lap, she fell asleep. 

^' What on arth has that gal got in that bottle?"* 
was the exolamation of the old lady, at the first sight 
of Ln's golden gleanings at the oreek. - ^She has 
another bottle hid somewhar about the cabin, full of 
one thing or another that she's picked np, here and 
thar, and thinks 'em cnr'oas I spose. She's a good 
deal like a chile." 

^Has she never seemed to have, even for a few 
moments, any of her former intelligence ? " I inquired. 

McClore shook his head sadly, as he answered for 
his wife, ^^ No, Major ; La hasn't been herself at any 
time since she was strndk.** 

*t Yet," said I, *^she has not been so foolishly em- 
ployed as might have been : I have known wiser people 
to do worse than this." And taking np some of the 
ore, I put it int<{ the old man's large, hard hand*'* 

^^For the lard-a-massy's sake!" exclaimed the 
dame, adjtisting her specs closer to her eyes, and 
stooping over to somtiniae the precious sta£^ ^^ why I—- 
I do dedar*! it aint goold, is it ? " 

^^It's moQSus like some the Nor' Carlina chap 
showed us I " said McClore, examining it carefully, 

^' It is the pure ore," I rejoined : *' there is no bet- 
ter in the mint'. But excuse me now, while I put up 
my horse, and then I will tell you all about it— at least 
all that I know." 
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'* And Vm cnr'oiiB to know, too," said the old man, 
rising slowly, " how you and your darter, thar — ^" 

^^Do see how the sweet thing sleeps! " ezolaimed 
the dame. ^* She's a darling I " 

*'And how she takes to our Ln!" said McClore, 
as he covered his head with an old palm-leaf hat, and 
took his staS '^Oood gal, good gal!" he added, 
patting La encouragingly on the head, as, still seated 
npon the floor, she caressed very gently the soft, glossy 
ringlets of the beantifnl child. ^^If my lame knee 
wasn't stiffer than usual, Miyor, I wouldn't trouble 
you to help me put up your animal, but — ^" 

** Dear suz me I " eried the old lady, interrupting 
him eagerly ; *^ do let me go : I used to harness our 
Billy. Ah, sir," (and here a shade of sadness passed 
over the countenanees of the simple-hearted couple,) 
^ you remember poor Billy ! His grave's out yender, 
jist whar you helped put him. The good Mr. Perrin 
writ an epitaph for him, and you shall read it some- 
time ; but now I'll go with you to the bam." 

^*No, dame," said her husband, brushing a tear 
from his eye, ^* Fll go. You git suthing for the Major 
and his darter to eat. Gome, it's a'most dinner 
time. Let's have the pot a bilin' in less'n no time. 

Jack had ahready found his way to the bam, and 
was waiting to be let in, when McClure and I got 
there. 

After disposmg the horse comfortably, we returned 
to the cabin. On our way, I informed my host where 
I found Lu, with her golden harvest, and advised him 
to purchase land in that locality. He would do so, he 
said, but was without the means. *' But then," said I, 
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^' as the goardian of Lu, you cannot pnt to a better 
use the gold ore which she has herself gleaned from 
the bed of har favorite creek. Keep the whole 
thing a secret until the purchase shall have been con- 
summated ; else you will meet with much competition 
and trouble. It is public land and will be sold by 
Government in the spring. From the roughness of 
tiie locality, it will not fetch a high price, unless its 
auriferous character is suspected. I will take Lu*8 
findings to the mint, when my work in this quarter 
shall have been completed, and have them coined, and 
with the proceeds you can purchase the section I mean.'* 

*^Wall, you see, Major," rejoined the old man, 
with some hesitancy of manner, **' I am no speckylaton 
Fve got land enough to 'sport me and my old woman, 
and as for goold-huntin', dye see,* my brother William 
(God bless him wharever he is I) has spent all his life 
at it on the coast of Africa, and now that he's an old 
man, — (if he's sjill livin',) what matters ef so be he has 
got a pile of i^— and maybe he has and maybe he 
hasn't — ^he can't be no happier than my good ole dame 
and I, who's got nothin'. Besides, I don't wan't to 
touch anything that aint mine ; and that yere stuff 
that poor Lu's founds aint, you know." 

" But you have a right to invest it for her," I re- 
joined, ^^and should she ever recover the normal 
healthy condition of her weakened brain, as she already 
has of her 'body, she will have something for herself 
and — ^" child, I was about to say, but checking myself 
in time, I added, ^^ and not be entirely dependent upon 
the cold charity of a heartless world, when you are 
dead." . 
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•* You're right, Major ; '* said McGInre. ** Ton are 
right. I didn't think of that. But nen, ef she had 
anything, the Wrights 'would take it, as sure's you're 
born." 

^ Do they ever assert any daim to Lu ? " I asked. 

^* No, they're too ail-fired mean to do that as long 
as they think she aint worth anything, and wouldn't b^ 
worth her keeping," he rejAed, in an indignant tone. 
** But 9S long as I have a home and a mouthful to eat| 
poor Lu is weloome to it" 

We had reached the cabin door, and I suffered the 
subject to drop for the present; resolying however, in 
my own mind, that I would do what I could to have 
Lu's treasure so invested that it should ultimately ac- 
crue to the advantage of her child. 

^ What has become of Cale Wright f " I inquired, 
upon taking the proffered seat. 

*^ Oh, don't you think," ezdaimed the good woman 
of the house, (who was now getting Jier table ready 
for dinner,) Cale went off about the time you was 
here, and hasn't been back since; and, they do say liis 
parents haint heem a word from him. 

*'He was a dreffle high sperited feller," said Mcy* 
Clure, lighting his inpe, ** and, like his mother, praps 
he's got an Injun temper, and won't forgive 'em. So 
you see with all their wealth, they'aint no happier than 
other folks." 

^^I have always noticed," I remarked, ^*that those 
families which, to a casual observer, seem to have all 
the means of happiness, and to be the special favorites 
of fortune, have some interior trouble to poison their 
enjoyment." 
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" Happy is notlun','* exclaimed the old lady. ** Bat, 
now, do tell us what you have been doing all this time. 
I declar, Fm so glad to see ye, I could cry. Come tell 
US what yon promised. We long to hear it all." 

"What would you say," I replied, "if I should tell 
you that you have seen that littie beauty, there, before 
to-day?" 

Hie worthy people opened their eyes, and looked 
first at Waifwood, then at me ; evidently puzzled. After 
keeping them in this state of mind for a few moments, 
I informed them that the child which they saw was 
no other than the infant which I had brought to the 
' cabin on the night of the storm. 

Their surprise and joy, at this, may be imagined. 
Then, of course I had to tell the whole story from be- 
ginning to end. With her hands covered with, flour 
and dough, the old lady stopped in the work of mixing 
a short-cake, and listened, open-mouthed, to my nar- 
ration. Nor was her old man less interested. Putting 
his pipe on the floor at his feet, he fixed his hands 
upon his kneiBS, and leaned over to listen. I relieved 
their curiosity with more brevity than I have done 
yours, gentie reader, not only as a charity to them, 
but to enable the good woman to resume the inter- 
rupted task of making the aforesaid cake. 

How they received my narrative I will not now 
describe : suffice it to say, that I did not reveal that 
Waifwood was the offipring of poor Lu, or that young 
Wright had any interest in her. 

It was arranged, that for the present (perhaps for a 
year or two,) the child should remain with the old 
folks. Indeed, they offered to adopt her as their 
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daughter, and henoeforth to regard her as Waifwood 
McClure. It was a good name, I rejoined, and she 
might take it, bat I was not prepared to give her up 
entirely, and forever, to any one ; no, not even to them 
in whose kindness I had such implicit confidence. 

Bat the little one must be provided with clothing, 
and there was no one at hand to make it np for her. 
Of coarse, no assistance was to be expected from La, 
and though the old lady was the artisan of her own 
simple attire, she confessed that she should be but an 
awkward hand, at catting and fittipg for Waifwood. 

While Mrs. McClure and I were talking upon this 
subject, her husband was amusing ^^ the children " (as 
he called them,) at the door of the cabin with his pipe 
and a bowl of soap-suds, from whiob he was blowing 
some magnificent bubbles. Their play was abruptly 
terminated by an arrival, and, rising quickly, Lu took 
her little mate by the hand, and ran with her into the 
inner room. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

THX UOBLIS FAHILT. 

The new-oomers were Mrs. Morlis and her daugh- 
ters. They had done me the honor to call in person, 
to welcome my return to their neighborhood and in- 
sist upon my making their house my home as long as 
I remained.. Thd^ all appeared very glad to see me, 
and, without leaving their seats in the oarriage (which 
was driven by the snuling Peter,) asked me enough 
questions to establish the Georgian claim to a large 
share of what is usually called, " Yankee curiosity.** 
However, there wafi no harm done, and I answered 
their inquiries with almost as much vivacity as they 
put them, until they began to ask about the woman 
and child who had come with me. to Major McClure*s. 

" Mr. Why-tal,'* said Mrs. Morlis, " told jis it was 
your wife and child, but from his description of them 
I thought there must be some mistake. Do tell us, if 
you are married, sir ? *' 

I was a little annoyed, and shaking my head, would 
have turned the conversation, but Sophy was too quick 
for me. 

" Our guest is such a rattle-bndned fellow I '*' she 
exclainied. *^ I thought that very likely you had been 
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smoking him for his inqnisitiveness. These Yankees 
are so pointed in their qaestions ! " 

**Take care!*' I replied, with a smile, '^I am a 
Yankee, myself." 

'^ Bat so muck like a Southerner I." said the widow, 
regarding me almost affectionately. * 

** Tell me,'' exdaimed Sophy ; ^^ wasn't it that crazy 
girl, Lu, whom the simple Mr. Why-tal took to be 
your wife ? " ^ 

I assented with a nod, and Sophy, laughed heartily, 
exdaimed to Charlotte, '* I tpld you so, but you would 
have it that I was wrong 1 " 

"And who was the child. Major?" cried Mrs. 
Morlis. " The one I presume who ran into the cabin 
with Lu as we drove up." 

" Do let us see her I " said Charlotte : " Mr. Why- 
tal described her as a little angel." , 

" Excuse me," I replied, " she is unused to strangers, 
and very shy." 

I was not at all disposed to be communicative in 
respect to Waif wood, but a moment's reflection satis- 
fied me, that to balk the curiosity of the visitors would 
only increase it, and as, from their neighborhood, they 
would be in the way to see the child almost daily, it 
would be unwise to attempt to keep them entirely in 
the dark in regard to the nature of my own relations 
to the foundling. For that reason, I spoke of her as a 
poor orphan whom I had adopted, and now put with 
McClures to board. I was a.little angered inwardly, 
at noticing a sinister look of intelligence exchanged 
by the two sisters, but this was extinguished in a 
moment by the kind manner in which their mother 
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expressed herself desirous of being of se'rvice to my 
protege. They all wished to see the child, bat seeing 
the reluctance of Lu, I told them they must excuse 
Waifwood from presenting herself, as she was not 
suitably dressed. 

*' Oh, what nonsense I " exclaimed Mrs. Morlis ; 
^^ and yet I like to see children a little careful about 
appearances. Now I thmk of it, I have got soma 
frocks that Sophy and Charlotte wore, scarcely enough 
to soil them, when they were young." 

" When we were young, indeed 1 " cried Sophy, 
with a forced giggle. ^^ One would think that we were 
old,LottyI" 

'^ Old enough to be married," retorted her mother. 
*^ But take care and don't set your cap for that queer 
stranger, Sophy ! " 

S'Mr. Why-tai ? Hal hal ha! I think I see my- 
self! " rejoined her daughter, laughing and turning red. 
"He is going to-morrow, and Tm sure I'm ghid of iu" 

" You like him, Sophy ; you know you do 1 " said 
Charlotte, spitefully. 

" Pshaw I " exclaimed her sister, " I haven't ex- 
trfbanged a dozen words with him since he has been 
with us. But for his being brother's friend, I shouldn't 
treat him half decent." 

"Edward thinks aheap of him," said Mrs. Morlis, 
" upon very slight acquaintance. But, Major, come to 
the house before he goes away. We will get up some 
little amusement. Besides, I want to talk to you upon 
a matter very near my heart" 

"Oh, mammal" cried Sophy, archly: "you are 
not going to make love to the Major ? " 
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" I think' Jhat would be very easy," replied the 
widow, coloring'and laughing ; '^ but don't be alarmed, 
Major, I beg, by Soph's smart speech. She wUl be 
more careful when she is married. I only want to con- 
sult you a little in respect to a plan I have for Mr. 
Edward Morlis, my eldest son, who is about to be ad- 
mitted to the bar, of which I think I hare a right to 
belieye he wiU become an ornament." 

After a little further remark upon. the brilliant 
parts and prospects of her favorite, she insisted that I 
should visit them as soon as I had rested sufficiently. 
To which I replied, that my business would call me 
away on the morrow, but I would pass the night with 
them if agreeable. 

Mother and daughters, all looked disappointed at 
the intelligence that I was to leave so soon, and pro- 
tested against it with much vehemence. The fact is, 
the Southern people crave company, for the sake of 
the entertainment which is incidental to it. Livmg, as 
most of the planters' fiunilies do, in the midst of a 
slave population, they have very limited association 
with their own equals ; for the poorer class of white 
folks they regard as mere trash, and they are lea^ 
talkative with them than with the negroes. Hence, 
the plantation life of the owners is very dull, and they 
look upon a visit from a well-bred stranger, or an old 
acquaintance, as a perfect godsejid, to break the 
monotony of their existence. Com and swine — ^the 
two grand materials of plantation food, for both 
master and slave — ^being raised in superabundance, the 
expense of feeding their guests is inconsiderable, and 
really of no account in comparison with the informa- 
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tion and amasement afforded them b^itheii: visitors. 
For these reasons, I have never placed that high 
estimate upon southern hospitality which most northern 
people do, and though Mrs. Morlis' family was fiur 
more refined than any I knew in that region of country, 
and kept a well provided table, (at least whdn com- 
pany was present,) I was not much ^' set up,*^ as the 
Yankees say, by their urgent invitation and proffers of 
attention. Indeed, I was a little skeptical as to the 
sincerity of their friendship, whiSh I regarded as only 
skin-deep. The excessively cordial manner of the 
southern people generally, without being hypocritical, 
- IB very superficial and deceptive. One, little versed in 
their peculiarities, is apt to be taken with this kind of 
address, and to contrast it with the more reserved 
manners of the northern people, greatly to the dis- 
paragement of the latter ; but let him put their pro- 
fessions of friendship to the test and he wUl find them 
very unsubstantial. The result of my experience has 
been, that the friendship^of ** cold nortliemers " is more 
enduring and reliable. 

The little time, I had to spare, 1 could pass fiur 
Hftore pleasantly with my humble friends in the homely 
cabin, and it was only because of the insufficient con- 
veniences for lodging that I consented to pass the night 
at Mrs. Morlis's. 

With a few parting words, the callers then rode 
away, evidently piqued at my preference of MoClure's 
as a place of sojourn. 

After partaking of the repast which the dame had 
provided for us, we visited the grave of Billy, and 
other objects of interest; and while thus occupied 
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were saluted by Mrs. Wright, who protested, that, 
heariDg of my arriyal, she had come over on purpose 
to see me. '' Had I seen her son, since I left there ? 
could I give her any information of his whereabouts ? '' 
These were the first inquiries. My reply in the nega- 
tive seemed to disappoint her a little, and she referred 
so bitterly to Gale's absence, that I could not resist 
the impulse to defend him with some warmth; as- 
cribing the whole blame to herself and husband. She 
retorted, with the insinuation that Gale had preferred 
new friends to old ones, and had been led into an 
unfilial ai)d rebellious course by bad counsel. Then 
turning her attention abruptly to Lu, who was picking 
some wild flowers and presenting them 4o Waifwood, 
she exckumed that it was about time she made herself 
useful. She had no idea of her wasting any more 
time in idleness at the McGlure's; strolling about 
hither and thither, nobody knew where. " You Lu,'* 
she added, *' do you understand that ? " 

. The girl, who had evidently been aware that she 
was the subject of the strong-minded woman's re- 
marks, made no response, but with a look of fear took 
the child's hand and began to shy off with her. 

" You Lu ! " shouted Mrs. Wright, sternly, " come 
here. I am your mistress : I'll let you know that." 

The imbecile took the child in her arms, and stood 
cowering and trembling like a guilty thing, without 
obeying the command. 

"Whose young one is that ere?" cried Mrs. 
Wright, approaching her with a menacing gesture. 
" Put it down and come with me. It is high time 
that you was to work again." As she said this, she 
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made an attempt to take Waifwood from her. There 
was a brief straggle on both sides, daring which La, 
recovering in the shock her long lost power to speak, 
astonishing as by shrieking oat vehemently, *^ No I no ! 
no ! " in the most imploring accent. 

McClure and I both interposed indignantly, and 
the old man, taking Ids imperioas neighbor very an- 
ceremonioasly by the shoulders, pashed her away; 
asking her angrily as he did so, ^* ££ sh^ knowed what 
she was doin' on ? " 

^^ I'll make you pay for this ; yoa see if I don't ! ** 
she exclaimed, in a voice choked with rage. Then 
seeing me soothing the terrified Widfwood, she ex- 
claimed, ^^If yoa think, Major, that that slave o' mine 
is going to wait on any misbegotten brat of yoam, 
yoa're greatly mistaken." 

" La aint no slave o* yoam, nor o' nobody else," 
said McClare. ^* She was free, years ago : leastways, I 
heerd so, and I reckon yoa'd own ap, ef yoa'd tell the 
trath. And here you've been and left her on my hands 
for near about five years, cause she wamt no manner 
o- use to you nor anybody else — " 

He was interrupted by a denial that the girl had 
ever been set free. 

*' She played the dumb fool, and cheated us into 
letting her go where she would," exclaimed Mrs. 
Wright, sneeringly, ** but now I know it was a con- 
trived plan between you all ; for she can talk as well 
as anybody, and I dare say you find she makes a good 
nurse for that 'ere little come-by-chance of the 
Major's." 

*^ Don't you thmk, neighbor, you had better keep 
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pretty whisht about come-by-chances ? " said McClnre. 
*•*• I have heem that you had something to do in that 
line yourself 'fore you came from old Kaintuck." 

Mrs. Wright turned redder than a peony and her 
eyes glowed through her green spectacles like a cat's 
in the dark. 

"Insulting ruffian," she exclaimed, "I wont stay 
here to be so put upon. My husband shall take this 
in hand. You are brave men, to attack a lone woman 1 " 

With this cutting remark, she went on her way. 

" You see, Major," said the old man to me, " I was 
right. They want to git the gal agin, the moment 
they hear she^s a little brighter I But Lu, you dear 
soul, you made me a'most doubt my own ears, when 
you spoke jist now I Speak again." 

"No, no," she responded, and shook her head 
mournfully ; then, putting down Waifwood, took the 
child by the hand, and retraotd her steps to the cabin. 

McClure and I followed ; conversing, as we went, 
upon the incidents of the afternoon. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

WHAT SHALI. HX BX? 

About sundown, Peter came with the carriage, 
and still handsome pair of mtiles to convey me to Mrs, 
Morlis's in time for tea. Upon our arrival at the 
cedars, I was cordially greeted by the widow and her 
daughters, who, (leaving Messrs Robert and Whytal 
smoking their cigars upon the piazza,) had come down 
to the gate, to welcome jpe. 

It will be remembered, that I have said of this 
family that they were of Virginia origin and northern 
culture, and, hence, far more refined than most families 
even in the more populous portions of Georgia. Of 
course, there was a vast difference in the mode of their 
living, which had a degree of luxury and style entirely 
exceptional in the wild region of country in which 
they were located. They were proud of this, and in 
their entertainment of me, it was obvious that they 
meant to impress me with a sense of this superiority. 
In the ladies, this was not very offensive, for I can 
tolerate and even be amused by vanity in women ; but 
the haughty yet unpolished manner of Mr. Robert 
Morlis was disagreeable. Disgraced at Cambridge, 
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where biB licentious habits and onpliable brains had 
defied the combined efforts of the Faculty and pro- 
fessors to render him fit to graduate, he had returned 
to the plantation nearly as unpolished as he had left it, 
and with a hearty, dislike for educated society. Still 
the fellow had a manner, which coarse as it was, passed 
for that of a gentleman. Certainly it was not at all 
after the model of Ooy. Hayne and John C. Calhoun, 
whose good breeding would have entitled them to re- 
spect in the most polished court of Europe, but I have 
met with many wealthy men of the Robert Morlis 
pattern, not only in Georgia and Alabama, but. in South 
Carolina; bluff and lavish, it may be, but ignorant, 
narrow-minded, vain and arrogant. "Gross profanity, 
so common with men of his stamp, was among the least 
of his faults some would say, but I confess that his 
careless and frequent use of the name of the Creator, 
in defiance of the commandment, shocked and dis- 
gusted me. I know it is unhappily too common, in all 
sections of the country, for persons, regarding them- 
selves as gentlemen, to bandy the holy names of God, 
and Jesus Christ, as freely and grossly as if they were 
mere by-words, but it is no less a crime because of 
its frequency ; and I confess I have never become so 
accustomed to it, as to be able to repress a thrill of 
pain whenever it is done in my hearing. This feeling 
of revulsion did not appear to be shared by the ladies 
of the Morlis fimiily, for though his mother occasionally 
chid her son when profime in her presence, it was 
rather in a jesting manner, eliciting a smile from her 
daughters, (I noticed, at the tea-table,) and making no 
more impression upon Robert than the fly th"" ^*^ 
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upon the, short, thick nose which embellished his dark, 
sallow countenance. 

He liked Whytal pretty well because the universal 
genius had many laughable anecdotes to relate and 
was, besides, a capital mimic; but northern men, 
generally, he did not scruple to say, during the even* 
ing, were his abomination. They were all he said (in 
much coarser terms than I will soil these pages with,) 
a pack of villanous pedlers and abolitionists, who ought 
to be driven into the Atlantic Ocean, as they would 
be, finally, into Pandemonium. As for John Quincy 
Adams, instead of being in the United States Senate^ 
presenting those cursed petitions for ike abolition of 
slavery in the District, he ought to be in the bottom- 
less pit, Ac, Ac. 

With this kind of talk, which appeared altogether 
too agreeable to the ladies, he regaled us freely at the 
tea-table, and my vindication of the people of my sec- 
tion only led him to greater abuse. Nor could Why- 
tal^B good-natured efforts to divert him with witti- 
cisms, and turn the conversation into more genial 
channels, lead the ill-mannered planter to change the 
subject. My profession alone saved me from offensive 
personal allusions, for he did not hesitate to tell 
Whytal that it was no use for him to poke his Am : if 
he was an abolitionist he ought to be strung up. 

"I like harmony," rejoined the punster, with a 
laugh, " but I don't want to chord in that way. Be- 
sides, I never like to be held in suspense." 

Sophy thought this a capital retort, and joined 
Whytal in his cachination, as did her mother, also. 

During the evening, we were repeatedly invited to 
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drink, by the joang planter, bat in a tone almost as 
offensiye as his strictnres, for it was both patronizing 
and arrogant. I declined to join him in his libations, 
bat the easy natare of Whytal coald not withstand 
the domineering urgency of his entertuner, and he 
drank whiskey with him a namber of times, (thoagh 
lightly,) from sheer dislike of incarring hisdispleasare. 
I hare seen a great deal of this kind of impressment in 
the South, but nevex could discover any real hospi- 
tality in it. One sturdy northerner, that I knew, lost 
his life by it He was reading a newspaper in a hotel 
saloon in Georgia, when a planter, of the Morlis pat- 
tern, somewhat exdted by liquor, swore jocosely that 
every man in the room should drink with him. All 
except the stranger readily complied. His respectful 
refucMAl excited the ire of die lawless buUy^ and, draw- 
ing a knife, he stabbed him to the heart Subsequently 
the morderer underwent a mock trial, and was ac- 
quitted of course. 

The reader will readily conceive, that. I felt no re- 
gret when, without deigning to offer any excuse for 
his absence, Mr. Robert left the room. 

"Now," said Mrs. Morlis, evidently experiencing 
a sense of relief, *^ let us talk a little about Mr. Ed- 
ward. His brother, Mr. Robert, does not agree with 
ine in regard to the prospects of my first-born. Mr. 
Robert Morlis has a muscular mind, a strong arm and 
an open, generous nature, reminding one of Richard 
CoBur de Lion; but he has an undue contempt for 
great legal attainments and the triumphs of states- 
manship, for which Mr. Edward Morlis is, we all 
think, well-adapted. For my own part, I admit that 
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the lii'e of a planter, with his immense fields and herds 
and hundreds of slaves, has all the grandeur of the 
barons in the feudal age, but is it not> great thing to 
rule the destinies of a nation, as our statesmen do ? to 
carve out new empires from our territories, to over- 
come and manage the brute masses by sheer intelleo 
tual superiority, and to establish a political oligarchy, 
wanting only the titles to render it as splendid as the 
nobility of Europe ? " 

^^ You ate eloquent upon this theme, Mrs. Morlis I '* 
I responded, with a smile. 

^^ I should not be a Southern lady, and a Virginian, 
if I were not," she rejoined. " My native State, you 
know, has .been called the mother of presidents. But 
my late husband used to say, before making presidents 
we must first make statesmen, and to make them we 
Vff^t first make lawyers." 

'^ Or ministers," said I, smiling. *^ In Georgia, the 
pulpit paves the way to political position." 

(^^ Apt alliteration's artful aid," remarked Whytal, 
aside to Sophy.) 

" It is upon that very point I wish to speak to yon, 
my dear Major ; and then I shall have a favor to ask." 
said the widow. 

I bowed slightly, and she proceeded. 

*^ Perhaps I have erred in wishing my son to aim 
for a glorious legal career. If he were in Virginia or 
the North, that certainly should be his course, but 
everything is so uncivilized down here in Georgia I 
The courts are held in no respect, and as great crimes 
are seldom brought before a jury, there's no chance for 
a powerful pleader." 
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*' There are civil suits enough," I rejoined. " Here, 
for a proof, is a Milledgeville newspaper with no less 
than five columns full of sheriffs sales under q^- 
ecution." 

^^The collection of debts for northern creditors is 
a very low, pettifogging business: I hope brother 
Edwu'd wont dirty his hands with any of that!'' 
exclaimed Charlotte, with a disdainful toss of the 
head. 

" My dear child," rejoined her mother, haughtily, 
" don't imagine I could entertain any such idea for .a 
moment. But as I was saying. Major; perhaps Mr. 
Edward would do better to obtain the requisite popu- 
larity by turning preacher. Until settled somewhere, 
it would enable him to address numerous congrega- 
tions, besides the Baptists associations or Methodist 
Episcopal camp meetings, and make* a host of fnends 
who will give him their votes when he shall have be- 
come a candidate for the Legislature. Don't you 
think so, yourself. Major ? " 

" Why, mother," excldmed Sophy, " what can the 
Major know about such things ? I'll bet my life, I 
know a heap more about political management than 
he does. We make politics a science, down South ; 
but your Yankee, what cares he how the game goes, . 
so that his cotton mills are kept spinning and his 
wooden clocks and nutmegs are ground out fiist 
enough, and sell well at good prices ? " 

" Ha I ha I ha I " shouted Whytal. 

" I'm sure," said Mrs. Morlis, " the Major is around 
the country a great deal, and is the better observer, 
perhaps, from not being a politician himself. If my 
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Bon should think well of it, Major, which had he bet- 
ter join, the Baptists or the Methodists? ^ 

^^That should be decided according to his own 
private religious convictions,'* I replied. 

^ Oh, you d<m't exactly understand me,** said the 
lady : ^^ it was not of his personal convictions that I 
was thinking, but what profession he should assume, to 
obtain the widest influence. 

I presume I looked a little blank at this, for Sophy 
pointed at my face, and laughed ready to kill herself. 
^^ Look at him ! " she cried, when she had recovered 
her command over her risibles : ^^ Here's a sage ob- 
server of politics for you I expecting a politician in the 
pulpit to care what his creed is, so Uiat it suits the 
majority of vulgar voters I This is too rich I ^ and she 
laughed again. 

^^It was not that I expected either sincerity or 
consistency in a politician, but that your mother 
should look for such ductility in her son," I re* 
torted. 

** Ah, Major, you have not lived long enough in the 
South to be entirely free from the rigid notions of the 
Puritans, I see ! " said Mrs. Morlis. ^ We of Virginia, 
you know, are descended from the cavaliers, and have 
freer souls. Tour New England christians square their 
conduct exactly by old sectarian rules, as the round- 
heads did the cut of their hair and beard, but the 
pulpit folk in this region make their religion conform 
somewhat to convenience and expediency ; and to be 
honest with you, I think it the most sensible view to 
take of the matter." 

^'Then," said I, '^you would make religion a plastic 
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thing, to be moulded like wax into any form at 
pleasure, according as caprice, or local prejudices, or 
the financial expediency of the time, may dictate ? " 

^^ Mother don't mean that! " said Charlotte, with 
some asperity. ^* Our religion is just as consistent as 
yours.'* 

"But it can't be denied," said Sophy, "that re- 
ligion, everywhere, is more or less warped by the po- 
litical or pecuniary mterests of its professors. There 
for example, is that preacher, Davis, if he wanted an 
excuse for stealing a sheep, I believe he would quote 
scripture authority for doing it." 

Whytal "owed her one," and laughed very 
heartily. 

The conversation, which had become distasteful to 
me, was now interrupted by the entrance of a yellow 
girl bearing a salver of persimmons, with the compli- 
ments of " Massa Robert " for Mr. Why taL It was a 
stale trick often practised upon strangers, and the in- 
tended victim was familiar with it, but, pretending en- 
tire' innocency, he put one of the puckery plumbs to his 
lips and immediately uttered a prolonged whistle, 
where upon the young planter came from behind the 
parlor door, laughing boisterously and pointing at the 
shocking bad face which the genius put on to please 
him. The mirth was general, and even the slave girl 
smiled, though I learnt subsequently that she was sick 
at heart. 

Mr. Robert was now in a rollicking humor, being a 
little "set-up" with whiskey, and to make some 
amends for his joke upon Whytal, he told him that 
Juno should treat him to a dance. The girl gave her 



268 WAIFWOOD. 

master a deprecating look, and hmig her head, evi- 
dently abashed at the idea of making herself so eon- 
spicuons before company. Her modesty and pleasant 
though dejected expression, interested me, and I 
could willingly have excused her, but Mrs. Morlis 
seconded her son's command, and Juno complied. The 
music to which she danced was a plantation air, 
drummed by her upon the salver, which (served as a 
tambourine,) and* accompanied by her voice. It re- 
minded me of the fandango which I had often seen in 
South America. At its conclusion, Whytal applauded 
and told her good-naturedly that he would repay her 
by a song of his' own. 

The ladies exchanged a half-disdainful smile at his 
condescension, but liked his music too well to offer 
any remark calculated to discourage him. Taking a 
seat at the piano, the panting Juno upon a cushion at 
his feet, with her eyes fixed gratefully upon him, our 
good fellow Uien sang a composition, melodious and 
tender as any of the Spanish love songs. Before it was 
over, I saw a big tear or two-roU down the olive cheek 
^ of the slave, and thought to myself ^* there is some 
secret grief in thy heart my poor girl, or I am no 
judge of human nature I " But the impression made 
by the singer was not confined to her. We were all 
delighted ; all but Robert Morlis. To his gross nature, 
the song was puerile and efiTeminate, and he called 
upon Whytal to give him a good rousing song of the 
sea, or anidr to fiU flagons by, and to quaff them, too. 
The accommodating fellow complied, accompanying 
himself with most enthusiastic force on the piano. 
^^ Beethoven's Dream " followed, and a plaintive little 
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air which he began widioat an accompaniment, though 
he had one, before it was ended, by Juno, who, sitting 
upon the cushion, with her chin scarcely higher than 
the keys, with which she played, picked out the tune 
intuitively. She had a natural taste for music, and I 
believe she could have been made an excellent pianist. 
The men of our party pndsed her highly, but the ladies 
were silent. 



CHAPTER XXXm. 

JTXKO. 

While Morlis was ordering refreshments Whytal 
said aside to me, that Jmio was the slave whom ^ Bob " 
(as he called him,) liked so well, bat nnfortunatelj she 
had a lover of her own color whom she liked better. 

Brandy and wine, and late ripe Cherokee figs, 
peaches, and grapes, were brought in by nnde Pete 
and a black girl, and carried around to the company. 
After we had partaken, Morlis winked at Whytal and 
filling a wine glass with brandy, which the rest of us 
thought was wine, handed it, with an air of bluff kmd- 
ness, to Juno and bade her drink it. I noticed ihe 
little gray-haired old badger, Peter, grimacing at her 
and shaking his head behind his master's shoulder, as 
if to warn her. She did not appear to notice him, but 
declined the proffered glass.'* 

*^ Drink it, you fool ! " said Morlis, peremptorily. 

'* Thankee, massa Robert," she rejoined with a 
timid, deprecating look, " I never drink wine." 

**Down with it I" he exclaimed, in a tone and 
manner admitting of no farther parley. 

Juno swallowed the contents of the glass hur- 
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riedly, and then gasped for breath, while her master 
with some difficulty restrained his laughter. 

^* Oh dear ! " cried the victim of his joke, at length, 
'^ it was brandy I " and she began to congh. Morlis 
seemed to regard it as an excellent joke, though purely 
accidental. The ladies laughed, and advised her to 
get to bed while she had the power. With a reproach- 
ful look at her inebriate master and a curtsy to the 
rest of the party, poor Juno retired. 

** Golly, massa Bob I " exclaimed Peter, who, (from 
having trotted the brute on his knee when a baby, and 
waited upon him ever Bince| was allowed more famili- 
arity with him than the other slaves,) ^^ what's one 
man's meat, as my old woman used to say, *is another 
gal's pizen.' Dat ar brandy like to choke foolish 
June, but I jis like to see um try to choke old uncle 
Petel'» 

** Well, here ; we'll see I " rejoined his young 
master, filling a glass. With a chuckle, and a smile 
irradiating his bronzed features, the old negro wished 
everybody present a long life, and drank to the health 
of the absent ^ massa Ned." 

^^ Fse no chickun ; he-yah t " sidd he, turning the 
emptied glass upside down, and patting his breast ; 
'^but dar's no mistake about it, dat ar little brandy 
was as strong as big Goliah I he-yah,'* and he withdrew 
with the salver and things, chuckling as he went, ^^ I 
guss it make June drunk as a tyke ! " 

" What made you give that to her ? " exclaimed 
Jfrs. Morlis to her son, in a tone of deprecation, yet 
with a smile lurking in the comers of her mouth; and 
without waiting for his reply, she turned to me and 
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remarked, that Mr. Robert was very kind, and at 
times very playful with the servants : too mach so, in- 
deed. " He thought the world of Juno, for she was a 
very olean, tidy girl, and had been well raised. Her 
fitther was an ezhorter, and she a member of his 
ehnroh." 

*^ And he can preach real well, too,'* said Sophy, 
*'if he is only a mulatto.'* 

^^ Why, sister, how can you say so ? " exclaimed 
Charlotte, disdaiofiilly. **• I am sore, the fellow's re- 
marks are sometimes very insulting to the owners." 

** He censures what he^ regards as oar &alts," re- 
torted Sophy, "but—" 

" What he regards I " exclaimed Oharlotte, inter- 
rupting her sister, in a tone of inedible disgust, ^l 
don't see why Mr. Evans lets him go on so I " 

*^You see we slaveholders allow our servants 
greater freedoms, in some respects, than would be 
tolerated in the same class at the North," said Mrs. 
Morlis, aside to me. 

*^ If he was my nigger Fd shut him up ; but old 
Evans seems to be proud of him," said Mr. Robert, 
with a hiccup. ^^ Says he's the best hand on his planta- 
tion, (hiccup.) When I bought the girl you saw 
here, (hiccup,) for eight hundred dollars, this yellow 
minister—" 

*^ On working days he is a carpenter, and a right 
good one, too," parenthesized Mrs. Morlis. 

" Her father," continued Mr. Robert, " objected, 
and it riled me so condemnably, that (hiccup,) I 
wanted to buy him, too, if it was for nothing more 
than to tie him up and teach him better manners, 
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(hiccup,) but old Evans had the face to ask twenty 
two hundred dollars for him ! As much as Fd have 
to pay for a racer, sired by Eclipse himself. So 
(hiccup) I bought the horse and let the nigger alone* 
Ah, you ought to see that animal 1 " 

"Which?" I asked. 

" My nag, Torick,'* he replied. " He was groomed 
in Kew Orleans all winter, and last spring (hiccup) 
oam^ near taking a purse. ^ The Spirit of the Times ' 
gave a rousing account of it I You shall read it. I 
know Porter. Fve cracked more than one bottle of 
champagne with him, and after the compliment 
» (hiccup) which he paid Yorick, I ordered my factor at 
Charleston to send him a basket of the best (hiccup) 
brand. ^The Tall Son of York,' hal hal hal he is the 
only man at the North with a soul bigger than a per- 
simmon. Come mother, let's have a dance I " 

"He is so jolly!" said Mrs. Morlis aside tome, 
"my son, we have not enough here for a cotillion, and 
unless you dance a four-handed reel — ^" 

^*Or a Yirginny break-down," he suggested, inter- 
rupting her. 

"Don't be so rude, Robert I" said Sophy, ad- 
monishingly. 

" Such dances are so low-bred I " added Charlotte, 
Wearily, "I don't know what the Major will think 
ofusi" 

"The Major be blest!" exclaimed Mr. Robert, 
laughingly. "Here Whytal you dance with Soph, 
and ru take Lotte. Mother you (hiccup) and the 
Major lead off! " 

But Mrs. Morlis was required at the piano, and I 
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was happy to be only a looker-on. The widow played 
for them a lively reel, and all began with considerable 
spirit, espeoially Mr. Robert ; to the great delight of 
two or three blacks who came to the door, where they 
were joined by others, one after another, nntil I think 
I oonnted a dozen faces, gazing in, and grinning from 
ear to ear. The dance over, Morlis scattered the 
sable crew by a shont; then withdrew himself beck* 
oning to Whytal to follow, which he did after a 
laughing apology to the ladies. 

It was now late, and pleading fatigue, I obtained 
an excuse also, and was shown to the comfortable 
room in which I was to lodge. An hour elapsed be- « 
fore I turned in, for, whenever it is convenient, I 
read a little before retiring. I had been in bed a 
few minutes when there was a knock at my door, 
and, in response to my call to ^* come in,'' Whytal 
entered. 

"Really, Major," he began, "I beg your pardon 
for intruding, but the fact is I wanted to say to some 
one before I went to sleep, that Bob Morlis is a brute ! 
Yes, sir, a brute 1 and I don't care who hears me say 
so. He is a burning shame to our species, sir I " 

" Have you had any new evidence of that fact ? " I 
inquired. 

"You shall hear, sir; you shall hear I " replied oxxt 
musical friend. 

" Sit down and make yourself at home,'* said I 
pointing to a chair. 

"Thankee," said he, seating himself and producing 
a cigar case ; " have you any objection to my firing 
up?" *^No," said I { and he continued,— " When I 
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went oat with Bob Morlis to-night, he took me to one 
of his negro cabins. 

^^ This is Juno's hut," he said, in a low tone, as we 
stood at the entrance. ^*I bought her for what little 
beauty the wench has, and placed her here for my 
better convenience* But, blast her, she has had the 
temerity to repel my purpose, and I have been fool 
enough to humor her prayers and tears until to-night. 
Kow, I am not going to stand any more of her non- 
sense. Virtue is all well enough, but it can't fence a 
girl from the arms of her owner. Her high-horse 
notions about religion and chastity are not in keeping 
with her condition." 

**I was disgusted at this shameless disclosure," 
Whytal remarked, ^' but such things are natural, you 
know, to the peculiar institution, and, making some 
allowance for Bob's intoxication, I endeavored to ex- 
cite a better sentiment in his breast, by quoting to him 
the beautiful appeal of Portia to the hard-hearted 
Shylock.'— 

^ The qualitv of mercy is not strained : 
It droppeth as the gentle dew of heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is thrice blessed, Ac' 

But though, we stood in the moonlight, and both 
scene and subject conjoined to give the passage a fine 
effect, it made no impression upon the planter." 

'^ Condenm it ! " said he, with a hiccup, *^ do you 
take me for a Jew ? I want to befriend her. She 
shall be my dearest duck I my turtle dove. Is there 
any flavor of Shylock in that ; hey ? " 

^^I told him," said Whytal, *<that perhaps she 
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already had a lover of her owb rank, (I knew she had,) 
to whom she was devotedly attached. To which he 
replied, that she had had the temerity to say so, hep« 
self; but that was nothing; the sentiment of conse- 
cration to the object of one^s affection, being a matter 
of education merely, and entertained only by white 
folks. A slave's affections belong to the master, though 
they were a treacherous set, and their laziness and 
deceit called for the constant use of the whip. June 
(so he called her,) pretended to the most entire fidelity 
to her nigger lover, but that was all bosh, and Pll 
prove it by yourself, says he.'' 

" How, by me ? " says L " You shall go m, and 
possess her, my boy," says he, very affectionately. 
** You are a good fellow, Whytal," says he : " you can 
sing a good song ; a capital song I June loves music ; 
she will love you. Love me, love my dog, you know I 
She can't possibly resist you. Besides, yon know, I 
have primed her with that glass of brandy. She's gone 
to roost. Now, my boy, sing her a ditty at the door 
before you go in. It's not locked. We don't have to 
fasten our doors on the plantations. We are all honest 
folks here, ha that" 

" Thank'ee I " I replied, " you have woke up the 
wrong passenger." I felt like pitching into the brute, 
(for though Fm no Joseph, I am not quite a sensualist;) 
but repressing a blast of indignation that rushed like a 
simoom from my heart to my mouth, I took his arm 
and sought to guide his unsteady steps away from the 
cabin, under some pretence or other, to which he 
listened for a few moments, then stopped abruptly, 
cast off my arm from hiS| and swore that I should not 
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divert him from his purpose : he would go back and 
wake up Jnno." 

^^Then I coaxed and besought the beast to resist 
the devil that possessed him. Finally he sank upon a 
Btump, and I sat down by his side. I fairly talked him 
to sleep : (I believe it was with a long quotation from 
Childe Harold,) and there I have just left him, entirely 
overcome by the effect of his potations and snoring 
like a walrus." 

Whytal's account filled me with painful interest, 
and I could not refrain from some severe comments 
upon that feature of slavery which was so strongly 
illustrated in the case of Juno. Here she was, an in- 
telligent, virtuous girl, desirous of living uprightly, 
and devotedly in love with a youth of her own color 
and condition, who had declared his desire to marry 
her, yet she was entirely at the mercy of a brute, who 
owned that he had bought her merely for the gratifi- 
cation of his lust. Hers was not a rare case : I have 
known of many like it, and as long as slavery lasts, it 
is likely to be of common occurrence. 

After Whytal had retired to his room, I lay awake 
a long while, thinking of these things. It was childish, 
but oh I how often I said to myself, ^*If I were only 
richl" Not for Juno's good alone, nor merely to 
secure poor Lu's liberty and happiness, but to relieve 
all such unfortunate cases as came under my observar 
tion to excite my sympathy and aggravate the pain 
\ '^y the humiliating consciousness that I was powerless 
to help them. Of that kind of misery, I have ex- 
perienced as much perhaps, as any other man. 

At length, tired nature succumbed and I fell asleep* 
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I cannot Bay how long I had Blnmbered^ when I 
awakened from a dream of shipwreck, (in which La and 
Waif wood were conspicaous,) by a load shriek which 
was repeated, again and again. Hastily donning a 
portion of my clothing, I descended the stairs by the 
light of the fall moon, and emerged into the open air, 
to aid the person who had uttered it. As I did so, I 
saw a woman in her night-dress come out of a cabin, 
at a little distance, straggling in the dutches of a 
roffian, whb was trying to get her back into the hut 
again. Unfortunately, I had no weapon, but without * 
giving a thought to that, I rushed forward, and with 
one blow of my fist felled the rascal to the earth which 
he had polluted by his tread. 

The girl fled, but I was right in my supposition ; 
it was the slave, Juno. The man had drawn a bowie 
knife when he fell, but I wrested it from him and 
hurled it to a distance. As he rose, I recognized 
Robert Morlis, and calling him by name, desired a 
parley. Replying only with an oath, he aimed at my 
face a blow which I parried and returned to him with 
interest. He was a short, thick-set, muscular fellow, 
and having practised a great deal with Ottignon and 
Sheridan, the pugilists, while at Harvard College, was 
an expert boxer. In my youth, I had had a passion 
for the gloves, myself, though thoroughly detesting a 
match without them. In weight we were about equal, 
but I had the advantage of being quite cool and 
watchful to ward every blow, which it was less diffi- 
cult to do, for the reason that, in his blind, rage my 
antagonist did not hit with much precision. He 
struck out finely, however, and the fight was a hard 
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one for some minutes; the Mows falling thick and 
heavy, and occasionaUy making me see stars. I pun- 
ished him severely before I had done with him — or 
rather before he had done with me, for he persisted 
in fighting as long as he could stand, and even then, 
came to the close hug and wrestled to carry me down 
with him as he fell. 

Leaving MorUs panting upon the earth, too weak to 
rise, I repaired to my room and washing my &ce with 
the contents of my bottle, went to bed again, and slept 
comfortably until the sunlight streaming through the 
lattice, admonished me that it was time to dress for 
breakfast. 

The reader will imagine that, under the circum- 
stances, I would have been glad to pack up and leave, 
without wuting for that interesting meal ; but in addi- 
tion to my firm belief that ante-breakfast rides in the 
South were not conducive to good health, another ob- 
jection was that — ^I did ncft like the looks of the thing. 
There was no danger of my meeting Mr. Robert at the 
table, for he now rejoiced in a countenance that would 
not be fit to present to polite society for a week at 
least, and I doubted whether the gentleman would 
deem it expedient to disclose the fiust of our noc- 
turnal rencontre to any one, much less to his mother 
and sisters. 

But what had become of Juno? I was im- 
patient to set Whytal on the track to obtain some m- 
formation of her, and accordingly went to his room 
before goibg down stairs. He was as much astonished 
at my narration as I had been by his, and promised to 
bring to me, at McClure's, during the day, some tidings. 
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We descended together and breakfasted with the 
ladies, without making or hearing any allusion to 
Robert; and soon after, I took my departure. I had 
declined the proffered carriage, on the plea that as I 
was in good trim, and the morning was delightfol, the 
walk would do me good : so started off afoot. 



CHAPTER XXXI7. 

LTT IN DANOBB. 

Ok my way home, I oould not divert my reflections 
firom the hardship of Juno's lot. And then, her 
parents and brothers and sisters — what solicitude and 
unhappiness it must give them ! Mrs. Morlis, herself, 
had told me that these poor people were Christians. 
Doubtless, the poor man and his wife had an anxious 
interest in the moral welfare of their children, and 
their grief at having their daughter in the power of a 
debauchee, and her affection for her proper lover over- 
ridden and outraged by the lawless passion of a master 
whose will was not only supreme over her earthly des- 
tiny, but might influence, also, her eternal weal, must 
fill them with anguish. And the .young man, of whom, 
though a slave, report spoke so well — would his grief 
and indignation be any the less because his skin was a 
shade darker than the sallow complexion of his sweet- 
heart's owner? ^^Oh," (some cool apologist of the 
institution will say,) **• the slaves have no strong, sen- 
sitive affections like our own, and are well accustomed 
to these things." But I will not admit there is any 
truth in that assertion, in the case of well-trained, in- 
telligent negroes. The nuMU of the sUves, I know, 
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are stupid and devoid of that fine sense of honor which 
is the sonthem gentleman's hoast, but Iliaye no idea, 
that, even with them, the natural affections are so dor- 
mant that the black lover could see, without a bitter 
sense of wrong, his bride taken to the^'arms of her 
master. 

Pursuing these reflections and my way, together, 
I came presently to the creek, and crossing the bridge, 
was soon in sight of the good folks' cabin. An un- 
usual scene presented itself. Between me and the 
house, was a little party composed of Squire Wright 
and his overseer, and two stout negroes, parleying 
with Major McClure, who, with Lu and his wife 
standing in the doorway behind him, stood with his 
rifle at his shoulder, taking aim at the by no means 
small target offered him in the person of his wealthy 
neighbor. 

^* I command you, Major, in the name of the com- 
monwealth, to join my posse, and assist in the rc^ 
covery of a fugitive slave now harbored at McClure's, 
there," said Wright to me as I came up and was pass- 
ing on. 

^ Not being a civilian, Squire>" I replied, ^^ I cannot 
obey a civilian's order." 

"Very well, sirl very welll you are all in the 
tale together, I see. Neighbor McClure, thar's no 
manner o' use o' your trying to resist the service of 
this writ. Put away your rifle, and give up the gal 
quietly, will ye ? " As the fat man spoke, the little 
overseer, advanced a step. 

*^ Another foot forward, Ephraim Look, and Fll 
put a bullet through you quicker'n lightnin' I " shout- 
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ed McClure. ** For moreen five year, Pve been this ere 
poor gal's partector, and I aint gwine to give her up, 
now. Don't*be frightened, La I " he added in a lower 
tone, as I walked up to the door. ** £f there was fifty 
on 'em, instead of four, I'd lose my life afore they 
should have you. Major," said he, *^ you're welcome, 
back. The old whelp has kept her word yon see, and 
sent her crowd to tear poor Lu from us ; but I allow 
they'll git her on'y over my dead carcass. Now sheer 
off you Tom Wright, or I'll fire on ye as sure 's you're 
bom I Sheer off, and don't come back agin, ef yoti 
know what's good for yourself." 

*^Tkis 'ere's an outragiftus violation of the law, 
Major McClure I" cried the squire, as he began to 
sidle off, out of the range of the deadly rifle, *^ and 
will make yoa a heap o' trouble." 

Not having seen enough law in that region to give 
him any dread of it, the old hunter was not at all dis- 
turbed by the threat. 

** I shall make out a bill of costs a^ ye for the 
sarvices of Lu, and agin your friend, there, for her 
nursin' that chile ; and I reckon you'll be iforry you 
didn't give her up. It '11 be a right smart sum, you 
contrary old thing, you, and ef you can't pay it, your 
-cabin and land wiU be sold at public vendue. You'll 
hear from me I " 

With these words, he called to Look and the 
negroes to follow, and in a few minutes they were out 
of sight, to the great relief of the dame, who feared, 
however, that worse would come of it. 

This adventure while it filled Waif with terror, 
and the dame and her husband withjud presentiments. 
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had the effect to stimulate the dormant brain of La 
to a kind of glad activity. The tongue, bo long silent 
now relieved of the paralysing spell whidi had bound 
it, compensated itself for its years of disuse, and made 
us all marvel by its flow of talk, wild and strange at 
times, and not always coherent, but always inteUigible, 
as it gave free utterance to the pent thoughts and im- 
pulses of the morbid mind of its mistress. It was so 
strange to hear her talk so glibly, who had been for 
five years mute I But there was more than that to 
interest us in her rambling speech, as seated near to 
her, in the cabin, we formed her attentive audience. 
It was as if she dreamed %wake, and uttered to us all 
the vagaries of the vision. Running through all its 
phantasmagoria, was the thread of her own history ; 
her origin, her master-father, his sale of his own flesh 
and blood, her white sisters' scorn of her, and their 
seduction of her husband's love, her desperation and 
flight like Hagar to the wUdemess, the birth of her 
infant, the diabolical rage of the elements, her Ml be- 
neath their fury, and then a blank — ^a long sleep— a 
living ddkth. Of all these facts, she spoke disjointedly, 
interspersing the fragments with a world of irrelevant 
things, that yet took a sort of kaleidescopic attractive- 
ness of form, as she rendered them. Of the past she 
spoke as if it were the present, and in this vein aston- 
ished us with a vivid picture of the death of Dr. Mills, 
and laid bare the secret of that hitherto impenetrable 
mystery. To McClure and his dame, the revelation 
was not as satisfactory as to me, who iiad known that 
Lu was the solitary witness to that tragedy; but, 
dreamy as it was, her disclosure satisfied me diat the 
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real facts of that affidr were few and simple. The ill- 
tempered horse which the doctor drove, had balked, 
and, when beaten, had lain down. In the^heat of his 
blind rage, Mills had stabbed the obstinate beast in 
the neck, and then fallen and died by his side, in a fit 
of apoplexy. In this condition poor Sam had stumbled 
upon th%scene, and while seeking to aid the doctor, 
was arrested as his murderer. The soul of the 
wretched slave had been sent through a fiery, infamous 
death to another world, but I resolved that his me- 
mory, humble as it was, should be cleared from the 
foul blot which rested upon it. I had always asserted 
my belief in his innocence ; now I hoped to corroborate 
it to others by the evidence of Lu. 

Presently she took her stock of golden scales and 
pebbles, which she retained jealously in her own cus- 
tody, and called Waifwood into the other room to play 
with her upon the floor. It was the last that I saw of 
either of them for several weeks. 

Bidding only the old hunter and his wife farewell, 
I once more mounted my good steed to resume my 
surveys in the upland wilderness beyond. 

I lefl the worthy couple with more apparent cheer- 
fulness than I felt. I was not without considerable 
solicitude for the safety of poor Lu ; but this and kin- 
dred objects of interest, which inclined me to linger 
at the cabin, had no right to detain me from my ser- 
vice for the Government, and, hoping for the best, I 
went upon my way. 

Subsequently, circumstances more than justified 
my worst apprehensions. I had been gone only two 
days, when a mob of ruffians from the Burg acting 
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under the authority of the magistrate, (though thej 
cared not a straw for it,) came to the cabin and took 
away Lu. It was during the absence of McClure, or 
they could not have effected it without bloodshed. 
She clung to Waifwood, and when, the weeping •hild 
was torn from her, struggled desperately with her 
brutal captors, who then dragged her away, utterly 
regardless of the appeals of the indignant dame. 

Upon his return home, with a brace of wild tur- 
keys as the only result of his hunt, McGlure dropped 
into a chair wearily, and asked for Lu. As he did so, 
he observed the red swollen eyes of his wife and the 
child, and immediately started to his feet. ^* What ? '* 
he cried, with a faltering voice, ^^ have they taken the 
poor girl ? " 

*^ Alack!" sighed the dame, the tears flowing 
afresh, '^ we shaU never see her again ! " and she re- 
lated more at length the outrage which I have briefly 
mentioned. 

Her old man handled his rifle nervously as she 
spoke, and, when she had done, pushed aside the 
child, and left the cabin, with an expression of coun- 
tenance boding no amicable mission. Imploring him 
not to rush into danger — ^for at Wright's he would 
find a nest of foes — ^his wife would have fkin detained 
him, but speaking to her sternly for the first time in 
his life, and bidding her to mind the house, the hunter 
shouldered his weapon and strode away. 

The reader has already divined that McClure's 
purpose upon leaving his wife so abruptly, was to pro- 
ceed immediately to the residence of the Wright's. 
Impelled by his indignant spirit, the braVe old man 
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was not long in reaching the honse. The door stood 
open and he entered. Only a negress encountered 
him in the hall./ It was Chloe the widow of the slave, 
of whose death at the hands of Dr. Mills, I have 
spoken in an earlier chapter. 

*^ Whar is La ? " demanded MoClare, sternly ; at 
the same time patting his hand upon the door of an 
apartment, from which came the clink of glasses and 
several roagh voices talking all at once. 

^^Not dar, massa; not dar I " exclaimed Chloe, in 
an undertone, and laying her hand upon his out- 
stretched arm. *^ PU show you whar she am. She's 
in dat ar room, yender." 

The old man strode to the door indicated. It 
was locked, but with one blow of his foot, he forced it 
open ; discovering as it flew back, the object of his 
pursuit, bound hand and foot, and tied to the chair in 
which she was sitting. In a moment the cords were 
out with his old jack-knife, and Lu was clasped in his 
arms. 

** Now, my poor girl, be off with you, for thar's 
not a moment to lose I " said the old hunter. ^' Flee 
to the woods — ^to the haunts you know so well. To 
some hollow' tree or cave in the mountains, whar none 
but I kin find ye, and I'll fetch ye food from day to 
day, till ye kin escape to the free States." 

"But the child — the child?" cried Lu, in a low 
but impassioned tone, as she grasped his sleeve, and 
looked up to him with a most supplicatmg expression : 
•* will you bring her to me. I care for nothing else." 

" What, Uttle Waif ? She belongs to Major ' " 

McClure wi^ going to say more, but was interrupted. 
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^' Alas ! alas ! " exclaimed Ln, wringing her hands. 

^* Don't he foolish, poor girl, hut fly while joa 
kin 1 " rejoined McClnre, with kindly force, pushing 
her out of the room, and looking around in some alana 
lest she should be seen by mifriendly eyes. 

^^ Promise me you will bring the child to me, 
sometimes ! " said Lu, grasping his amu 

" Yes, yes I ** he replied, scarcely knowing what he 
said, in his eagerness for her to go ; so imminent wae 
the danger of detention. 

^^ God bless you I " she cried, and kissed his hand ; 
then darted through the outer doorway, and was off 
like a hind. 

Instinctively, a hound, which had been lying out- 
side the portal, started to pursue her. Almost as 
quick as lightning, the old hunter raised his rifle to his 
shoulder, lumed and fired. McClure was never known 
to miss his mark : the dog fell dead in his tracks, and 
with but one glance behind her, Lu sped upon her 
way to the woods. Not unseen, however ; for the re- 
port of the rifle had drawn the sheriff and his posse to 
the door. 

*^ What does this mean ? " cried the official, sternly, 
to McClure, who was re-loading his piece. ^^ The girl 
has escaped ! whar is the blood-hound ? " 

^' As dead as a bullet kin make him 1 '' replied the 
hunter, deliberately priming his old rifle. 

««Some of you, follow that girll'' shouted the 
sheriff to three or four of his men who had started to 
take a look at the hound. 

^' Hie fust one that does it shall die like the dog! " 
cried McClure, bringing his piece again to tus shoulder. 
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A discharge of a pistol sncceeded, and the rifle 
fell to the ground. The sheriff then put his hand upon 
the shoulder which he •had shattered by his shot, 
and said, with a profane and abusive epithet, '* Mo- 
Clore, you are my prisoner. If you make any resis- 
tance you are a dead man.** 

"You cowardly villain," rejoined the old man, 
^ you might as well kill me, as do what you have. 
Tou have broken my arm. The devil, your master, 
will reward you for it. But you are spiled of your 
game. The gal is safe, and for me, it marters little 
whether I die now or ten years hence." 

He sti^gered as he spoke, and was led into the 
house by two of the men. The rest were then sent by 
the sheriff in pursuit of the fugitive Lu, with orders 
to employ a blood-hound, if they should be able to ob- 
tain one, on their way. 

When the officer went into the room where Chloe, 
surrounded by a crowd, white and black, was washing 
the wound of the gallant old man, he was taken 
aside confidentially and thanked by Squire Wright for 
his summary punishment of McClure, whom he pro- 
nounced a malignant abolitionist. " But,? added the 
venerable poltroon, " I reckon I wouldn't try to keep 
him. He is an old man and there is a right smart 
chance of his wound mortifying. Better let me send 
one o' the niggers with the wagon to take him home, 
and he won't die on our hands. We kin soon recover 
that gal Lu again, (for she aint half-witted,) and I 
don't bear no malice. You know. Colonel, the blessed 
lKK}k teaches us to be marciful." 

With a compliment to the Squire's charity, the 
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Bheriff assetited, and, soon after, rode away on the 
road taken by the pnrsaers of the fugitive elave. He 
was too indolent a man, howeyer, to proceed fiur, and, 
after riding two or thiiee miles, abandoned the chase 
to hiB hirelinflcs. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE PBOPHEOT FXTLFILLXD. 

DiTBiNa the livelong night which passed so sadly 
in the cabin of McCIore, La was followed by her 
hanters. In the gray light of the succeeding mom, 
faint and ezhansted, she entered a large and comfor- 
table cabin, the door of which, upon the road-side, 
stood invitingly open. The room in i|rhich she* found 
herself was almost dark, and she could see no one, but 
an inner apartment was apparent in which there was 
a light, as if some one of the family had risen early, or 
was a watcher. 

Noiselessly as a cat, she approached the half-open 
entrance, and peered in. The sight filled her with 
awe. A- tallow candle, burning low to its socket, 
feebly illuminated a group consisting of a dying man 
lying upon a rude bed, and three sombre looking pei^ 
sons standing near, hand in hand, regarding him with 
an aspect of sorrow, as his wrinkled, shrunken hand 
pointed to the hour indicated by a huge dock which 
in size corresponded well with a dark-colored coffin 
that stood upright against the wall beside it. 

<« Brothers, the time draws near! " murmured the 
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occupant of the bed. All eyes tarned to the wall 
where the monitor of the hours began to strike, but 
no other voice was heard. 

The men differed in height and form, bat in their 
long, melancholy featares, very closely resembled 
their dying brother. He was their senior, bat thoagh 
nearly sixty years of age, looked less careworn than 
they, and, though now upon his death bed, bore no 
. trace of pain in the expression of his meek and placid 
countenance. 

^^ John and Jacob," said he, ^ you have doubted 
idiat I foretold you three months ago: my dear 
brothers are you satisfied, now ? " 

The two elder of the three thus addressed, re- 
plied only with a deep sigh. "You were not so 
doubting, Jeems, for you were always confiding, and 
when did Isaac Ellsley ever say a thing that wasn*t 
BO?" continued the prostrate man, in a slow im- 
pressive manner. " The presentiment was as strong 
as prophecy. I believed then, as I know now, that 
this was to be my dying day. All but you, my dear 
brother, laughed at the warning ; but Jacob, I don^t 
blame you ; nor you, John. I looked as well as ever, 
and never felt better, though maybe it .saddened 
me some. I have done my share^as well as ever, 
(have I not ?) in carrying on our little household, up to 
a week ago yesterday, when my strength began to 
fail." 

The three brothers uttered their assent and added 
an affectionate word or two of praise. 

"Yes, brothers,*' said the dying man, "I have 
been faithful to you to the end. I hope the blessed 
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Jesas, in whose mercy I confide, will think I have been 
as true to him.'* 

^^ Amen I " iterated his hearers in a low tone. 

*^ Yon will find my accounts of our expenditures 
and receipts from our plantation and household all 
complete up to this time," continued the first speaker, 
^*^ even to Hart's work upon my coffin ; for I had to 
have his help in making it, and the laborer is worthy 
of his hire, as mother used to say. Please remember 
what I told you about burying me in the suit I've got 
on. It is not good for much, as Jeems, who is our 
tailor, wilTtell you. When mother who had kept us, 
all together, an unbroken band, died twenty-two years 
ago, she left us all she had in the world, with this re- 
quest, that we would not break up the household, b(it 
stick by each other, under this roof as long as we 
lived ; and you know how gladly we complied with 
her desire. It was only to put brother Jeems in 
her place as the woman of the house, and all went on 
as before. He cooked and mended for us almost as 
well as she, though nothing could supply to us her 
dear face, which I hope soon to see. Don't think, 
Jacob, nor you John, that in praising Jeems, I would 
under.rate your service I In the planting, raising and 
care of our crops, jou have done well, considering we 
have never owned or employed any help. Each of us 
has done his part ; our burden has been equally borne ; 
and what though the neighbors have despised us be- 
cause we owned no slaves, and called us four old 
hermits, have we not been contented, united and 
happy?" 

His hearers assented merely by a nod of their 
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heads, and be proceeded, though more feebly than 
before. 

*^ The hand of death is apon me : I feel it at my 
heart. My time has oome. Did I not prophecy 
aright ? Ha, Jacob I look at the dock I ** Again his 
hand pointed to the hour, while a smile, almost of 
triumph, flitted aromid his sunken lips. ^I musfc 
talk while I can. Don't mourn when I am dead. 
Jeems ! (said he, hearing the younger brother give 
vent to a suppressed sob,) don't do that. I am calm 
now, and it will disturb me. You three will have my 
ahare of the property. Keep together : don't quit this 
old cabin while life lasts. You, Jacob, can take my 
place in making the purchases and keeping the ac- 
counts, and reading God's Word to the rest. Read 
to me BOW, dear Jacob. The Lord is my Shepherd. 
The candle has gone out, has it not? But I shall not 
want. We should have the light of day, now ; but all 
is dark : dark to the eye, not to the soul. He maketh 
me to lie down in green pastures. Here," s^d the 
dying man, laying his hand upon his breast, *^ aU is 
hopeful." After musing a few moments, he murmured, 
"Yes, dear Lord, thy rod and thy staffj they comfort 
me." Then a perceptible tremor passed over his 
frame, but the increasing shadow upon his sallow 
countenance was dispelled for a moment by a snul^ 
and rising to a sitting posture, he again pointed to the 
huge dock, upon which the light of day now shone. 
He attempted to speak , but the power of utterance 
failed him, and with his long, bony fore-finger still in- 
indicating the hour of his decease, his spirit de- 
parted. 
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Suddenly, the Bolemn silence which succeeded, was 
brok^i bj the barking of a hound, and the sound of 
horsesP hoofs ; and a woman oame cowering into the 
room, and with a shudder at the sight of him whose 
death she had witnessed, crouched down between the 
brothers and the bedside where sat the rigid form of 
the lifeless man. 

"For the love of God — ^for the love you bear the 
memory of your brother," she cried in the most im- 
ploring accents, " have mercy upon me I I am hunted 
as a slave ; Fm a free womim I Hey are at the door. 
Their hound will rend me ; but, worse than diat I 
shall fan faito their hands, that are more fierce than 
it. Oh, pity me I hide me I Don't let them take me 
away with them: don't let them find me I " 

^^ They dare not enter here I " said Jacob EUsley, 
turning sternly to the door, and closing it : bat they 
were heard approaching. 

" Come this way," sud his brother John, raising 
Lu by the arm from her suppliant posture ; and leading 
her to where the coffin stood, he placed her behind it, 
between it and the wall. ^' There ; remain perfectly 
still, until they who are hunting thee, poor soul, have 
'gone their way again." 

La was not without a share of the superstitious 
feeling so common in that section of country in regard 
to corpses and coffins ; hut a stronger feeling now ab- 
sorbed her, and she remained in the hiding«f>lace, 
trembling, yet without any fear of the. uncanny box 
which concealed her. 

Then there was the harried tramp ^f men in the 
jGront room, and, the next moment, the door of the 
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dead man's chamber was opened, diBcorering upon tha 
threshold two men, one of whom held back by the 
collar, a panting blood-hoond, while the other de- 
manded to know where the nmai^ay was hid. 

As the ruffian spoke, he glanced at the figure on 
the bed, its arm outstretched and pointing to the 
coffin ; for rigid though it was, it had fidlen a little^ 
and now seemed to indicate that object. With a 
start of astonishment and fear, the hunter of homatf 
kind turned his pallid face from the coffin to the bed 
again, and trembled with terror when he saw the oc- 
cupant was dead. Nor was the stem, immovable 
countenances of the three brothers calculated to re- 
assure him. EQs companion, too, was appalled, and 
even the hound cowered and slunk away with them, 
as they retreated backward through the doorway and 
hastened to re-mount. 

A minute afterward, Lu, hearing the sound of their 
horses' hoofs, glided from her hiding-place into the 
kitchen, and making a fire, put on the tearkettle, and 
laid the cloth upon the table for breakfiist : in brie^ 
tacitly assumed her appropriate place as the woman 
of the household. Neither James, whose domestio 
routine she thus for the time usurped, nor his brothers, 
interfered with this service so welcome to them in that 
hour of sorrow ; and when she called them to the meal 
which she had prepared, they sat down to it silently, 
scarcely regarding her presence. The elder asked a 
blessing, then indicating to her by a motion that he 
wished her to wait in the chamber of the dead man, 
he went to the sideboard, and brought thence a plate, 
knife and fork, and placed, at the vacant side of the 
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table, wbere the deceased had sat for nearly half a 
century, another chair. , % 

^'In memory pf Isaac," was all he said, as he 
glanced at his two brothers. They responded only by 
bowing slightly, but a tear stood in the eye of the 
younger, for he remembered how often and with what 
pleasure he had set that .plate and chair there^ himself, 
for that dear venerated one who had been at once a 
brother and a father to him, but who was now gone 
forevermore. 

When Ln entered the chamber, not without a 
certain chill of the blood and quaking of the heart, she 
drew near to the bed and gazed upon the countenance 
of him who had strangely foretold, months before, 
while apparently in perfect health, the very day and 
hour of his death. 

This mysterious decease is no fancy sketch : it oc- 
curred, and is still spoken of as a marvellous truth, in 
Greene County, Georgia. I have been in the house in 
which it took place, and have spoken with the surviv- 
ing brothers. They were natives €ff the State, but 
singularly unlike the people in the midst of whom they 
passed their secluded, inoffensive lives. Only the 
elder, (whose duties as the out-door business man of 
the household took him occasionally to Greensboro, or 
Augusta,) ever went farther beyond the boundaries of 
their small plantation than the nearest neighbor's, and 
that rarely and not for any sociable intercourse. For 
this reason, and because they worshipped under their 
own roof exclusively, they were regarded with little 
favor by the Baptists, the only sect in the neighbor- 
hood, and as they would neither own slaves, nor ei^- 
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ploy slave labor, the general opinion was that th^ 
were ^Mittle better than Quakers." Their recluse 
habits kept them out of the way of insult from the 
** poor white trash,** and their thriftiness and reputa- 
tion for wealth, obtained for them a dubious kind of 
respect from the more sensible planters ; but the un- 
pardonable rin of doing their, own work made them, 
n the mouths of many, a by-word and reproach. 

Lu, of course, considered them in a very different 
light, and when, she beheld the placid and almost 
smiling countenance of the corpse, (which the brothers 
had prepared for the coffin while she was occupied 
in the kitchen,) she regarded it with a feeling o( 
veneration, and thought to herself, ^ these are 
indeed sincere Christian men, in whom there is no 
guile." 

Their meal was a brief one, and James soon came 
in, saying: ** Thank you: you will take some break- 
fast, now;" then sat down upon the bedside and 
and caressed the thin locks of hair that parted upon 
the forehead of his brother. 

Lu did as she was told. lo* sooth, she stood in 
need of food and rest, too ; and when John and Jacob 
Eilsley came in from the yard where they had been 
caring for the comfort of their mules and cow, they 
found her head resting upon her hands on the table, 
and her deep, black eyes closed in sleep. 

*^ God pity her I " said John, rincing his hands at 
the sink from a gourd of water, ^ she has probably 
travelled a long road and a hard one." 

^^ Poor child I poor child t " responded Jacob, taking 
tde gourd from his brother, and following his example 
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in tb^nse of it, *^ they were hunting her like a wild 
beast." 

Fully engrossed by their severe bereavement, they 
left her to sleep as long as she would, and went, them- 
selves, softly and reverently into the room where they 
found James Ellsley in silent prayer at the bedside. 
Kneeling with him, they joined their inaudible suppli- 
cations to his. After a few minutes passed in that 
manner, they all arose together and drawing chairs 
near to the couch, sat down, and Jacob, opening the 
Word of God, read to them the beautiful Psalm, the 
words of which had mingled, not with entire coherence, 
yet encouragingly, in the dying expressions of the 
deceased. 

When he had finished reading, Jacob placed the 
book under the head of the corpse, and, resuming his 
chair, the brothers sat wrapped in silent meditation, 
inanimate as statues, until the new inmate of their 
dwelling called them to a frugal noontide repast: 
then Jacob alone moved, and it was only to shake his 
head and motion her away. And there they remained 
until the end of the day, when they came forth with 
pale and solemn &ce8, and repeated the morning scene 
at the table ; then went in silence to attend to their 
evening duty to the occupants of the yard and bam* 
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▲ DAKGBBOUS SZPEBIMBKT. 

On the morrow, they dug a hole in the litde flower 
garden, which Isaac and James had made and kept in 
order with their own hands for many a year; and 
there, on the third day, they laid their brother, with 
rites none the less impressive because of their own 
utterance : but John would not have the earth thrown 
in upon the coffin yet, for he thought, ^' maybe, he only 
sleepeth." He would have it remain open until the 
Sabbath, but the people already began to be attracted 
to the place by the strange fulfilment of Isaac Ellsley's 
prophecy, and on Sunday, as there was to be preach- 
ing in the neighborhood, there would be likely to be a 
great crowd ; to which Jacob and James had an in- 
vincible repugnance : so they prevailed upon him to 
close up the grave and lay the sods upon it. 

Still, the curious crowd, white and black, came, 
and lingered around the spot all day ; Lu meanwhile 
keeping out of sight. The speculations of the people 
were many and absurd, for at that period, if not at 
present, the mass of the white inhabitants of that por- 
tion of the country, were ignorant and unreasonable. 
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Not the least improbable of the stories related were to 
the effect, that when he departed the old man spirited 
away with him a slave which the catchers had followed 
from the Cherokee country, and nothing had been 
seen of her since. 

The poor fugitive overheard this from her hiding 
place, and as she had felt all along that ther hunters 
would not long delay to search the house, she resolved 
to flee, as soon as the merciful darkness should again 
afford her concealment from the sharp eyes of the 
ruthless white man. But whither? In her former 
flight she had headed instinctively for the mountain 
sources of the torrent which she had haunted so long, 
but the hound was upon her track too soon, and she 
had turned her course to the lower counties. If she 
only knew in what portion of the world the wandering 
Cale was to be found, she would have turned thither ; 
but, then, arose the bitter thought, that if he were 
not dead, he had perhaps forgotten her and married 
another I The gloom grew gloomier upon her brow, 
her jaws more compressed, her hands more tightly 
clenched, at the picture her wild imagination drew of 
her own rightful husband, happy with an honored 
bride on whom the worl^ had put no ban, and careless 
df his poor octoroon's &te while enjoying the bliss of 
his own ; and it did not lighten, until her thoughts re- 
verted to the sweet child, from whom she had been 
torn by the sheriff at the cabin of her kind old bene- 
factors, the McClures. Then the cloud lifted, and 
her dark well-like eyes shone with pleasant remem- 
tirances of little Waifwood, (and perhaps of me, for I 
believe Lu loved me for the young one!s sake.) *^ Ah I " 
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she sighed, ** would that she were mine I Why do I 
love her so? But who can know her, and not love 
her? She is not his child. Whose then? The Mo> 
Clares will not tell me her story. Perhaps she is the 
offspring of sin and shame? But no! so pore a 
creature cannot have spmng from a poUnted sonroe. 
How my heart swells within me, at these thonghtSi 
and yearns towards the child 1 Had my own helpless 
baby lived, it would now be about dear Waifwood's 
age. Had she lived?" (she almost screamed the 
words,) ** how do I know that she is dead ? how do I 
know that Waifwood is not her? Hal that name I 
that name 1 There is a meaning in it that I never 
dreamed of until now. She was found in the forest — 
it means thatl Oh, God 1" she cried, with nplifted 
hands, "can she be mine? No! no! I am wild: my 
poor, weak, whirling brain misleads me. I must not 
think of it, or I shall go mad, again. Yes, I am very, 
very foolish, but — but I will go back to the McGlnres." 
And back she started that very night 

The way she had come, by wood and brake, was 
not an easy one to travel ; especially as she pursued 
it only during the hours of darkness and rested during 
most of the following day ; but at length, exhausted 
and footsore, she reached the cabin. and sank down 
upon its threshold, too weak to enter. 

It was just at the dawn of a cool, crispy, almost 
wintry, morning. Some negroes were already on the 
road to a field to pick the first cotton of the season, 
and she could hear the voice of their overseer address- 
ing them as they approached ; but, half-famished and 
weak as an infant, poor La had not strength enough 
to crawl in, out of sight 
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They mtiBt have inevitably diBCOvered the helpless 
fugitive, but fortunately the good old dame, within, 
was already a§|ir, and hearing a groan at the door, she 
eame and opened it With a cry of joyful surprise, 
she recognized ^fier whom she loved like a daughter, 
and, raising her a little from her recumbent posture, 
drew her into the house. Without lifting her from 
the floor, she called to her husband that Lu had-come. 
The poor girl tugged at her skirt, and by a sign indi- 
cated to her to be cautious ; some one was coming 
who had better not know that she was there. It was 
even so ; one of the negroes entering the yard- way, 
just as Major McClure, rising from the bed to 
which he had been confined by his wound, thrust his 
head through the partially open door of the inner 
room, and cried, ** Who did you say had come ? " 

^Only me, massa 'Clurel" said the field-hand, 
walking up to the portal. 

The old lady was in a fit of trepidation, but the 
object of her solicitude drew her in front of her, and 
thus concealed herself from the unwelcome caller, who 
after an inquiry respecting the old man's health, and a 
remark to the effect that news had come that Lu had 
been seen down in Greene county, bade them a cheer- 
ful good morning and hurried away, in obedience to 
the command of the overseer, who shouted to him not 
to be lounging there. 

When the negro had gone, Lu was enabled to rise, 
and, leaning on the arm of the commiserating dame, 
limped into the room where, (unable to put on his 
clothing,) the old man had got into bed again. His joy 
at seeing his child, as he called her, was no less than 
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her sorrow at witnessing his shattered condition. The 
most unmixed pleasure would probably have been felt 
by Waifwood, but she still lay fast asleep upon her 
little trundle-bed in the comer, to which the travel- 
wom woman soon repaired to gaze upon her, while 
Mrs McGlure bustled about to prepare some refresh- 
ment. 

" It wont do for you to venture into the kitchen, 
child," the dame remarked as she brought in the food 
and set it before her, together with a steaming cup of 
tea. " It aint often anybody comes, bat you might be 
seen, you know I And now teD me, (you poor dear 
thing you I) where you have been, and how you dare 
come back agin." 

*' Salt down your queriosity, good dame, till the 
gal has had time to eat a mouthful, and swallow some 
o' that yere tea ; will yer ? " interrupted the old man. 

** For the love of heaven," cried Lu, " deal frankly 
with me I Do not conceal from me the whole truth I 
Is not this child — ^mine ? yes, mins ? " 

She repeated the ftst words with the greater em- 
phasis because of their look of astonishment. It had 
never occurred to the simple couple, that the infant to 
which she had once alluded in her incoherent con- 
fession was anything more than a creation of her dis- 
ordered fancy, and hence her interrogatory took them 
by surprise, and made them fear that her brain had 
suffered a relapse into its former demented state. 

" Don't trouble your head, now, child," said Major 
McClure: "your poor wits have suffered with your 
body. Eat your break&st, and take a nap, and then 
we'll have a good talk together." 
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With a disappointed, dejected air, La tamed to 
tbe refreshment offered her. While she partook of it, 
McClare replied to her anzioas inqairy into the caase 
of his illness, and, in tarn, she related her own ad- 
ventares since she parted with him. 

^^ Bat what do yoa intend to do here, my dear 
child, right in the teeth o' danger?'' asked the 
old man. 

** Do not drive me away from yoa I " cried Lu, im- 
ploringly. 

^ Qod forbid I " responded the trapper. 

" I will hide here so carefully," said the poor wo- 
man: '* never allowing myself to be seen by any onei 
but you two, and this dear child. Yoar cabin is the 
last place in which they woald think of looking for me, 
for they don't dream that I woald dare ventare back 
again." 

" That is very trae," rejoined the old lady. 

*' I coald stay most of the time in this room ; if 
yoa would let me," said La, " and dress yoar wound 
every day, and take care of you, my dear benefactor, 
until you should become quite strong again." 

^^ Bless you, my darling i " rejoined McClure, af- 
fectionately. ^^ It shall be so. But you need sleep : 
come now and lay down on the bed, right here, 
alongside of me, and take a nap. I am an old man : 
you wont mind my being here. Gome now, and rest 
yoursel£" 

^^Do, you poor creeturl" said the dame com- 
passionately. 

With a &int smile and a word of thanks, Lu com- 
plied, and was soon fast asleep. 
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Presently little W«fwood awoke, with a smile 
Fosj as sunrise, and sitting up in her trundle bed, ex- 
claimed ^^ Good morning, grand-pa 1 '' Then seeing Lu, 
she added, ^ Dear me, who is that ? '' not recognising 
her at first; but when she did so, she clapped her 
hands and would certainly have awakened her by her 
glee, had not the <Ad lady come in, and, 1^ a ringle 
look and motion, restrained her. 

While the dame was putting on her little blue frock 
(a present from Mrs. Morlis,) the child could hardly 
stand still, she was so pleased because her playmate 
had come back agiun. Even the Lord's prayer, (usually 
repeated so sedately by her, each morning,) was said 
with a smile, and an occasional peep through her long 
eyelashes at the &oe of her sleeping friend. Deprived 
of her recreations with Ln, Waifwood had pined for 
her pet animals and birds in the forest, but now she 
was content without them. 

Thus, a degree of their former happiness was re- 
turned to the inmates of the humble cabin, but it was 
not without considerable aUoy. The old man's wound 
would have been bad enough even if he possessed the 
renewing power of youth, but in his case it was slow to 
heal and very painfuL Probably, it might have mor- 
tified and cost him his life, but for Lu's incessant and 
judicious attention. She would apply soothing em- 
brocations to it half a dozen time a day, and shake up 
and smooth down his bed and pillow as many more ; 
and all so cheerfully, and with such words and looks 
of filial love, that the grateful tears often filled his 
eyes, and sometimes he would call her his good angel 
Every day she would read to him for an hour or more. 
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and when he had so far improved that he could set 
up and use one hand easil j, she would plaj an oo- 
easional game of draughts with him. Her gambols on 
the floor with the pet child served to lighten many a 
weary hour, but when Waifwood would express a 
wish (as it was natural she should, often,) for her to 
oome and ^ralk with her, or romp upon the grass-plot 
in front of the door, and the old man was reminded by 
his own feelings how irksome it was to be confined to 
the house, he would repine indignantly at the tyranny 
which rendered it unsafe for Lis dear nurse to taste the 
free air of heaven except under cover of the night. 

Because he had never owned or worked slaves, 
himself, McGlure was ranked by the planters as among 
the poor whites, whom they regarded as an inferior 
order of beings, (and not without reason, considering 
the servility and ignorance of the dass,) but he was, 
really, quite as remarkable an exception as the fillsley 
brothers, being an outHipoken, blunt man, never asking 
a favor, and scorning those who dared not have a vote, 
or an opinion, of their own. His way of life, isolated 
if not recluse, had kept him away from the plantations, 
and he had not appreciated the evOs of slavery ade- 
quately until within a few years, but now he did not 
hesitate to express himself strongly against the in- 
justice of the institution, and to quote the sentiments 
uttered by his beau-ideal of a great statesman and 
true patriot, Thomas Jefferson, in &vor of its discon- 
tinuance. He did this with the more indignant 
earnestness whenever il$b hardship of Lu's case pre- 
sented itself^ and as this was frequent, especially when 
he was annoyed more than usual by his wound, or the 
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confinement consequent upon it, the cabin often re- 
Bonnded with his denunciations. 

He was thus occupied one day, when the form of a 
man with a pack darkened the cabin door, and a 
voice, having a slightly nasal accent, saluted him with 
** Hello, cap'n, aint you layin' it on pooty thick? ** 

Fortunately Lu was in the inner room^ McClnre 
regarded a little sternly the stranger, ^ho had lost no 
time in putting down his pack and helping himself to 
the seat which the dame had wiped out for him with 
her apron. 

"Now,** continued the new comer, "if I should go 
on in that idr manner, speakin' agin slavery, I guess 
theyM hang me up, 'cause I'm a poor Yankee pedler. 
But who on airth was you talkin' tew ? If ye've got 
any more folks in the house, trot , 'em out ; cause I'm 
going to show you all my pooties, and I want to sell 
ye all somethin'." 

The fellow.looked with one'eye (the othier was hid 
by a small, black patch or blind,) at the chamber door, 
which McClure had shut, upon hearing his salutation, 
but giving no heed to his questions, the old man 
simply responded, that they had no wish to make any 
purchases. 

" Wall, I guess there'll be no harm in showin* on 
'em," said the pedler. 

" No, I don't want to see 'em," rejoined McQure, 
who had his own reasons for shortening the stay of the 
itinerant 

" Waal, it wont cost northin' jist to take a squint 
at em I '^ persisted the man, and began very coolly to 
open the packages on the floor. 
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The old hnnter who had not been in the best pos- 
sible humor, and was not at all prepossessed by the 
pertinacity of the intruder, now tamed his stem re- 
gards full upon him. The pedler was a medium-sized 
person with a prominent nose, one piercing black eye, 
a thin, beardless face a mouth indicative of firmness 
as well as humor, and a general air of shrewdness. 

*' I don't spose you've got no children 'round, have 
ye ? " he inquired, continuing to open his pack before 
the curious dame, but glancing furtively at the door 
of the chamber. 

Without replying to that question, McClure asked 
another. — ^^ Haint I seen your face afore, somewhar, 
pedler?" 

A closer observer than the Major might have 
noticed that the man changed color, and shrank a 
little before his gaze. And well he might, for the 
pretended merchant was no other than the villain, 
Murrell, in disguise. He recovered his self-possession 
instantly, however, and judging from the unsuspicious 
faces of McClure and the dame, that his momentary 
alarm was causeless, replied carelessly, ^'Jist as 
likely as not : I've merchandized a good deal in my 
time." 

There were eyes upon him sharper than he im- 
magined, though. Lu was looking at him, through a 
crevice in the rude partition. She had been struck by 
something illthe stranger's countenance remindmg her 
of her husband, but the impression was ti*ansient and 
gave place to a feeling of suspicion and dislike, which 
was strengthened (she could not tell why,) by bis in- 
quiries after the child. 
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^I heem you had a young one,** he remarked, 
" and I kind o' thought Fd got something that would 
please her fancy." 

^ No, nothin' ; nothinV responded McClore iiii> 
patiently. ^So pack up, pack npl" 

^I was calcnlatm* to stop here over night," said 
the other. **I could a£ford to make the old lady a 
handsome present — ^ 

** No I " iterated the old hunter. It was evident 
that he was not to be propitiated, and the discomfited 
stranger sullenly complied with his order. Jnst as 
he had finished doing so, his cheeks flushed, and his 
small black eye sparkled, for at that moment Waif- 
wood came in, and she alone was the object of hia 
visit. The little beauty had been to the wood for 
hickory nuts, and had gathered her apron full. 

*^0h, grand-ma, see what a lot Fve got!" she 
cried, as she reached the threshold ; then perceiving 
the stranger she curtsied and looked abashed, for it 
was a rare thing to see a new face in the cabin*. 

^^Waal, now, I vow!" exdidmed this skilful 
player of another's part (in costume and properties ob- 
tained, by the way, from an unfortunate traveller 
whom he had met and murdered,) '*if you aint the 
pootiest creetur that ever I sot eyes on 1 ^ 

To praise his pet was to touch the fond old man in 
a tender spot, and when the false pedler asked that 
she might walk with him a piece, to poiiA out a path 
across lots to the bridge, he consented ; and the more 
readDy in order to make amends for his previous 
rudeness. 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

THX DECJSPTION. 

Waitwood, zealons in the performanoe of her kind 
office, hurried on, child-like, a little in advance of the 
stranger, who was weU ccmtent to follow with as much 
speed as possible with his weighty burden. It sub- 
sequently transpired, that Mnrrell had lost one of his 
** yisual orbs," and nearly his life, by the injuries re- 
ceived upon the occasion when we last parted with 
him ; hence, when we say, that he had now an *' eye 
single" to Waifwood herself and not to the path 
whidi he affected to be looking for, the reader will 
understand the term to apply in a douMe sense. 

In the meantime, laboring under a solicitude for 
which she could account only by a presentiment <^ evil, 
Lu had crept out of the house by a back door, and, 
screened by the brushwood of the roadside, stealthily 
followed them. In three or four minutes, (at a curve 
in the road, out of sight from the house,) Waifwood 
came to a horse and an uncovered wagon, where 
the fiilse merchant bade her stop. She readily obeyed. 
Coming up in a moment himself, to the vehicle, he first 
put his pack, and the unwilling child into it, and then 
drove off at a rapid rate. 
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With a shriek of horror, Lu bounded through the 
hedge into the road, in pursuit. The horse required 
all the kidnapper's attention, and taking advantage of 
' this, Waifwood whom he had placed upon the box of 
merchandise, contrived to drop from the back of the 
wagon into the road. Unfortunately, the cry of joy 
uttered by Lu caused the villain to look around, and, 
perceiving what had happened, to rein up and alight. 
The little creature was unable to take to her heela and 
run, having injured her ankle in her fall, and by the 
time that Lu came to her, the villain had her in his 
dutches, again. 

^* Ho ! ho ! " he exclaimed, seizing the mother by 
the wrist, *' this is better than I expected. I heard 
you had cut your lucky and cleared for the free States. 
Couldn't part with your child, hey ? But there's no 
time to lose. Conceal yourself in my wagon, here, 
and Fll soon put you on the road to freedom." 

" Away, -ruffian ! " cried Lu, fiercely, as she shook, 
off his grasp : then addressed to Waifwood (who, be- 
tween fear afid pain was white as the driven snow,) 
an anxious inquiry if she were hurt. 

*' Not much, aunty," was the reply. 
. "Aunty? " exclaimed Murrell, sneeringly, "she is 
your mother, child." 

The feeling of detestation and defiance, which had 
filled Lu, gave way to another, not so easy to define, 
as the confident manner in which he said this indicated 
that ft was no mere surmise of his ; but assuming a 
calmness which she did not possess, she replied, " Yon 
are wrong ; but I love her as if she were my own, and 
only death shall part us." 
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"I know all about it,'' rejoined the Tillain yon can- 
not fool me. This is the child you gave birth to, in 
the forest, five years ago — ^the child of Cale Wright. 
That makes yon start does it? Oh, I know himl I 
shall never forget him." 

<« Thank God I thank God I " cried Lu, and hngged 
Waifwood to her breast with almost frenzied joy and 
affection. 

"My husband — Cale — ^you know him, yon say? 
Oh, tell me, where is he ? " she exclaimed. " But, no 1 
he has deserted his 'poor Lu: he^ll never see her 
again 1 " 

" Quite the contrary I '* rejoined Murrell, who now 
suddenly resolved upon a new plan of actioq. "He is 
comfortably located in Ohio, and wants both you and 
the child to come to him." 

" Oh, do not deceive me I " cried Lu« 

"Deceive you I " exclaimed the traitor, with well- 
affected feeling, "Deceive a woman ! " 

" But you would have stolen Waifwood I " she re- 
marked, doubtmgly. 

" Because the McClures would never have relin* 
quished her, unless to Cale Wright, in person," said 
the thief. 

" They know, then, that he is this child's father ? " 
said Lu. 

" Certainly they do, but they have no idea of part« 
ing with her. They want her for their own. She 
would become useful to them," replied Murrell ; and 
added, " I couldn't hope to get her away with their 
consent, so I have taken her without. So you see, my 
dear little girl, I was only carrying you to your own 
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father, after all ! I had no idea that you were there, 
madam, or I should have first sought a private inter* 
Tiew with you. I am not what I appear. This dress 
and cart serve only as means to fiicilitate my enter- 
prise for your escape to your husband, who, after many 
fluctuations of fortune, is at last prepared to receive 
his wife and child to his eager arms, and establish a 
happy household." 

'^ My God I can this be true ? " exclaimed the too 
credulous woman; wishing with all her soul that 
it was. 

*^'Do you still doubt me ? " said the deceiver, with 
a tone and look as though he felt hurt by her want of 
faith. 

" Don't go with him, aunty I " pleaded Waifwood : 
** Oh, do take me home I '' 

"Then you don't want to see your papa, dear? " 
said the pedler, in his blandest manner. " This parcel,'* 
he added, turning to Lu, *' contains my friend's, your 
husband's, miniature, with a few lines to you — ^" 

" Oh, let me have it I " cried his victim, interrupt- 
ing him, and eagerly extending her hands for the 
package. 

" There is no time now, and this is not the place 
to open it," responded Murrell, retaining it. " We 
have tarried too long already. Somebody may come 
along. Come into the woods with me and assume the 
the Indian costume which I have brought. — ^" 

" I will not, until I have the picture," said Lu, 
again interrupting. " It is the only warrant there is 
that you really came from my husband." 

^^ Ungrateful woman!" cried the rascal, with an 
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air of profoond chagrin ; " was it for this I bave under- 
taken a hazardons enterprise for your good? 60; 
leave me I you and your chDd, return to the cabin 
where yon are in continnid peril of being re-taken. I 
will retrace my long and weary journey, and recount 
to your disappointed and broken-hearted husband how 
you rejected the faithful heart, and the happy home, 
he offers you.'* 

*• Oh, no, no I forgive me I I do not refuse," ex- 
claimed Lu, with great emotion. 

" For my own poor part,** said the artful dis- 
sembler, without appearing to' notice what she said, 
** I don't value all the pains I havQ been put to, and all 
the risk I run of being arrested under the disreputable 
charge of kidnapping a couple of slaves, (for being 
your child, this young one belongs to your master, of 
course ;) but I confess I feel — a — ^a — feeling of deep 
disappointment and sorrow.*' As he spoke, a tear 
stood in his eye, and he nursed the crocodile demon- 
stration with his handkerchief for a few moments until 
satisfied that it had made an impression. 

Thoroughly deceived by his hypocritical pathos, 
and alarmed by his suggestion in parenthesis, that 
little Waifwood herself might be consigned to hopeless 
bondage, Lu again begged the wretch's forgiveness, 
and added that she would accompany him ; but she 
had '* something valuable at home, which she had 
betteiv-" 

** Take," interrupted Mnrrell, supplying the word. 
** Of course. Is it clothing or jewelry ? " 

^*It IS gold,** she answered, unguardedly. 

His eye sparkled, but concealing his avariciousncss, 



81<J WAIFWOOD. 

he rejoined, that thongh her hofiband had fnmidied 
him with funds, ft little more would do no harm, and 
she had better get it-. 

** I will go home now, with Waifwood, and oome 
with her again, to this spot, a little after dark ; '* said 
La ; and she added in an undertone not to be heard 
by her daughter, ^^the child yon see, is afraid of 
strangers. When, she sleeps, she can be carried with- 
out opposition.** * 

A transient feeling of distrust flashed through the 
corrupt heart of the scoundrel, and he would have 
fain held Waifwood as a hostage for her mother's re- 
appearance at the time and place named, but the little 
one withdrew her hand from his, with a shudder, and 
dung instinctively to Lu^s skirt. 

"Well, well, be it so,'* he responded; "but for 
your life don't disappoint me, to your own ruin I I 
happen to know, that a requisition is to be made upon 
McClure for this young one, to-morrow.** 

It is not necessary, perhaps, to say, that this 
last stimulus to the poor, deceived creature to keep 
her word, was, like all the rest of his statements, a 
sheer fabrication. The .child's unfortunate origin was 
a profound secret still, and might never have become 
known to the elder Wright and his wife, had he not 
subsequently revealed to them what he overheard, in 
his disguise as Wakeelah, on the night of the storm, in 
the cabin of McClure. 

" Now you will not want the miniature as a war- 
rant that I came from your husband," Murrell ventured 
to suggest, with a smile. He felt that he hazarded 
something in making the remark, but supposed she 
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would xnagDanimonsIy waive the prodnotion of this 
evidence of hid no longer donbtfol fidelity ; and her 
impression that he had the picture would serve his 
pnrpose just as well as if he reidlj possessed it. It is 
with some such littie excess of dissimalation that the 
devii often trips np his devotees , and this, the acme 
of his effrontery in the deception of La, had like to have 
blocked his diabolical game, for mindfvd only of her 
desire to see a portrait of him whom she loved better 
than all the world, she eagerly demanded that it 
should be given to her. 

Murrell now found that his hardihood had carried 
him a step too far, but the evil genius by whom he was 
patronized had not yet deserted him. He had heard, 
formerly that, with the exception of a difference in 
complexion, be bore in his countenance an extraordi- 
nary resembUnce to the man whom of all others, he 
most hated, viz: Cale Wright. That similarity had' 
become modified by time, and almost entirely de- 
stroyed by his wearing a patch over one eye, but the 
parcel, which he now held in his hand, contained a 
miniature of himself taken six or seven years before, 
and the painter in accordance with the flattering art 
of the time, had given this hb '^ fetch *' a fresher color, 
and hair of some fancy hue not known to the natural 
capillaries. 

Hence, with what Macauley styles **a fine auda 
city,*' he ventured to deliver this, his own miniature, 
to Lu ; accompanying it with the remark, that she 
would find that her husbandliad changed considerably 
in five years, for the chills and fever of the west, and 
long separation from his dear wife and child, had 
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worn upon him very seriously ; '* but when he sees yon, 
my dear," he added cheeringly, (and he chucked her 
under the chin, as he spoke,) ^ the sallow clouds will 
vanish from his countenance, and it will be radiant 
with conjugal love, and paternal joy 1 '^ 

^' Ood in heaven bless you 1 " exclaimed Lu, grate- 
fully, as she took the parcel ; '* you have filled a sad 
heart with the brightest hopes. I will be sure to be 
here. Come, my child I " 

^ Aunty, I can't walk I " said Waifwood, piteously : 
'* my ankle pains me so I " 

^^ Poor thing I poor thing 1 " murmured Lu com- 
passionately, as with a kiss of warm affection, and an 
expression of sympathy, she took the little one in her 
arms and started for the cabin. 

The sallow countenance of the pretended pedler 
was not without a shade of suspicion as he looked 
after her for a few moments, then led the horse and 
wagon deeper into the wood, beyond the observation 
of any passenger upon the road, should any chance to 
come that way. 

^'That was a bold stroke 1" said he to himself 
^^givmg her that old miniature of mine for his; ha I 
ha I She wont find the letter I spoke of^ from Cale, 
but J can easily pretend that I have either mis-laid or 
lost it. By Jove 1 I deserve success for my ingenuity, 
and if I should be prospered in this enterprise, I can 
sell that woman and child for three thousand dollars, 
quick. If I don't make a trade with Collier, FU take 
them to South Carolina, and light on some rich 
cove that'll take a fiwcy to them, and my market is 
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made. And then ho I for Enrope and a fashionable 
tour of the Continent I ^ 

Leaving the bold kidnapper to his own manner of 
passing the time, nntil his victims retnm to him after 
nightfall, we will follow the betrayed mother and ohild 
to the cabin. 

She had been missed by the old couple, and when 
she entered, they reproved her with some warmth for 
venturing out at the peril of being identified and 
seized. They changed their tune however, when they 
discovered that Waifwood could hardly stand, from 
the effect of her hurt. And how, thought Lu to her- 
self, shall the accident be accounted for? It was 
simply to say, that the child had rode with the 
stranger a little way and spruned her ankle in getting 
off of the wagon. The honest folks were satisfied with 
this explanation, but expressed much solicitude about 
the injury. Their sincere affection for their darling 
was more obvious that day than ever, and Ln who felt 
that she was enjoying their society for the last time, 
was not without some twinges of conscience when she 
thought how lonely' they would be without Wai^ 
wood. 

At the same time, it satisfied her, that they would 
never give their consent to her taking the child away 
to share her precarious fortunes. There were trials 
awaiting her, she believed, for the season was now ad- 
vanced to the beginning of winter, and she and her 
child would have to endure cold as well as hunger in 
their hegira ; laboring at all times under anxiety, too, 
lest they should be captured and held to life-long 
slavery ; but her mind was irrevocably fixed upon the 
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(to her, so great) enterprise, and come weal, come 
wo, she was resolved to abide by it. 

She had examined the precious packet as soon aa 
she had an opportnnity to be alone, and her disap- 
pointment was two-fold. There, certainly, were the 
features of her husband, bat darker and more wrinkled, 
and the frank, generous, confiding expresuon of the 
eyes and mouth, had changed for the worse, Ae 
thought. If she had been told that it was the portrait 
of some relative of his, she would readily have ad* 
mitted a strong family resemblance, on the mother's 
side, and been better pleased with it; but as it was, 
she regarded it as a very unsatisfactory likeness. She 
was disappointed, too, at not finding, enclosed with it, 
the promised note, but this she attributed to an inad- 
vertent omission which she presumed her husband's 
agent would supply, when she should see him again. 

And now with her whole soul she longed for the 
shades of night to descend, and sleep to come to aU 
eye-lids in the cabin but her own. She loved the 
worthy pair as though they were her own father and 
^bother, and was profoundly grateful for their untiring 
kindness, but she could do them no good by remain- 
ing, and to entrust her secret to them would but en- 
danger their peace : so she justified the act of stealing 
away from them under cover of the darkness, without 
a farewell word at parting. She would have left a 
few lines, for them to find in the morning, beseeching 
them to forgive her sudden departure with the child, 
and assuring them that she would write to them 
when she should have reached the happy home which 
awaited her, but there were no pen and ink in the 
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oabin ; so emptying half of her little store of gold 
dust into a new buckskin pouch which she had made 
for the old man, and breathing a short prayer at their 
bedside, sjipplioating God's blessing upon them, she 
took the sleeping Walfwood in her arms, and departed. 
The chilly air was grateful to her burning temples and 
oppressed lungs, and with a farewell glance at the old 
oabin, she pressed forward, in a rapid walk to the ap- 
pointed place of meeting with the false friend. 



CHAPTER XXXVJUUL 

SOLD INTO BLAYXBT. 

Lu loved her lost hneband with an intenBity charao- 
teiistic of her earnest nature. Whataworldofhappinefls 
she looked forward to, in anticipation, as she set oat in 
company with the treacherous guide who had promised 
to re-unite in a free land their long sundered fiunily 1 

By arrangement, the dealer in human flesh — a 
blear-eyed, rum-visaged wretch named' Collier — ^had 
been awaiting the arrival of Murrell two or three days. 
It was not every day that a likely young slave,, worth 
a thousand dollars or more, was to be had for half the 
money ; and, to obtain her, he could afford to tany a 
little on his way to South Carolina, and a market. 

Late one night, (indeed, it was nearly morning) 
Murrell stopped with the tired Ln, and the little one 
that slept in her arms, at a log cabin situated at the 
outskirts of the town. In quick response to his loud 
summons, a large, coarse red-faced man came to the 
door, and welcomed him with a grasp of the hand. 
Then, lighting a candle, he showed the poor shivering 
woman into a fireless room, and shutting the door 
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upon her, patted her false friend upon the shoulder as 
he ushered him Into an apartment where the embers 
still glowed in the monstrous chimney-place. 

^* Ugh 1 " ejaculated the new-comer, with a shiver ; 
*^ I am cold enough for another fit of those infernal 
chills of mine. We havd travelled a long stage, to- 
night, and the weather must have made ice. Put on 
some li^ht'ood, Dan, or I shall have the shakes : and 
give us a smell of your whiskey jug ; for you're in 
luck, old feller I" 

In a ji%, an armful of pine stuff was blazing above 
the embers, and Dan Collier turned to a cupboard for 
the liquor. 

*' Wall, I allow you deserve l^ drink," said he, as 
he handed it to the kidnapper : *' You have brought 
me one more bird that I counted on. Whar did yon 
. get her ? '^ 

Murrell then related such portions of his enter- 
prise as he deemed it proper that the slave-driver 
should Inow. ^^The pair will sell well together," he 
added, in conclusion, '^ and if I had your facilities for 
disposing of them, I wouldn't look at less than a couple 
of cool thousands for such a mother and child." 

^ They're too white by half, and know too much, 
Fm afraid," rejoined Collier, dubiously, as he took a 
pull at the jug, and sat down, with it between his bare 
feet, before the fire. 

** They'll suit your Suc-Carlina aristocrats all the 
better for that," responded Murrell. 

** They are whiter than jot are, yourself I " sneer* 
ingly retorted the slave-dealer. " Xou haven't any of 
that blood in yon, have you ? " 
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The response was a onrse, and the flash of a 
glittering blade; bat tiie threatened blow was not 
given. 

*^Stopl '* cried OoUier, raimng his hand, **I was 
only joking. Toa're as rash as an Injun ! ^ 

^ It is Indian blood that darkens my skin," re)<Kned 
the other, as he pat ap his knife, sullenly: **I am 
proud of it 1 A war-chief transmitted it to me, and it 
bids me never to brook an insult, nor forgive an in- 
jury. If I were not true to its teaching, you would 
not have the pleasure of getting that child into your 
possesdon," 

^* Oh, I meant no offence," said the slave-driver ; 
*^ so let's drink to old times I " and turning out a glass 
of whiskey, he handed it to the riled customer, oppo- 
site, who drank in ulence and passed back the cup, 
again. 

*^ What am I to give you for the two? " inquired 
Collier. 

" Fifteen hundred dollars," was the reply.* 

** Fifteen Lundred devils I " exclaimed the dealer, 
gruffly. ^ You charge as much as if you could give 
me a clean title to them 1 '* 

**And so I can," was the rejomder. ^^Hereiaa 
bill of sale from the last OMmer, duly certified." 

*^ It looks all regular, and will serve my turn," said 
Collier, as he examined the paper which the other had 
handed to him. " Of course it's a forgery, but my 
South Carolina customers i^e not particukur about the 
documents ; only, when there's a doubt, they want a 
hundred or two taken o^ you see. FU give you four- 
teen hundred for 'em, cash on the nail : " and he em- 
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phasized his offer by prodacing a large pooket-book, 
perfectly corpulent with its load of bank-notes. 

^* Not a dollar less than fifteen hundred,'* replied 
Marrell, shaking his head, resolutely. 

""What can I do with the critters?" asked the 
dealer, as if utterly, at a loss to imagine a market for 
the proposed purchase, though in Ids heart he believed 
he could double his money on them. 

, '« Pshaw 1" repUed iKurreU: ''with the aid of a 
little finery, and daintier living, my Indian girl, (allud- 
ing to Lu's disguise,) would be Ht for the harem of the 
Sultan, himself. You know nuuiy a rich old nabob in 
South Carolina who would consider her cheap at three 
thousand. And he would be glad to give a handsome 
price, too, for the child, in order that he might raise 
her to be her mother's successor, when he shall have 
tired of the old one." 

«« Well, let us toss up to see whether it shall be 
fourteen or fifteen," said Collier. 

^ Go ahead I " rejoined Murrell, carelessly. 

They tossed up a copper, and Lu and Waifwood 
were sold to the dealer for one thousand four hundred 
dollars. Whereupon, he produced the amount in 
fourteen notes of die Bank of the State. Then, they 
sealed the infernal bargain with a drink. 

^' Ton have won a hundred on the turn of a cent," 
said Murrell ; ^ and now I will bet you as much more 
on the toss of the dice." 

^' Agreed I " responded Collier, who was fond of 
gagibling at all times, and especially when he was a 
little sprung. 

They began to play forthwith, and in the excite- 
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ment of heavy stakes, Murrell forgot his fatigae and 
want of sleep. The result was, that with the aid of 
loaded dice, he won every dollar that the man had 
with him. Stupefied with his losses and the liquor^ 
the South Carolinian then fell asleep upon the floor. 

A portion of the foregoing facts, soon tran8|Hred 
through the subsequent admissions of Collier, himself, 
but it was years after their occurrence that all the cir* 
oumstances came to my knowledge. 

Murrell had purloined the treasure-trove of Ln, and 
before any of the occupants of the cabin were awake, 
he departed silently and unseen from the place, with 
all his ill-gotten spoils. 

When Collier was awakened by the ordinary occu- 
pant of the house, (a negro, who had passed the night 
in the kitchen,) and discovered that both his money 
and its winner had taken the wings of the morning, 
his first thought was that Lu and the child had flown 
away with him. With a curse upon his unlucky stars, 
the slave-dealer went to the door o( the room where 
he had left the objects of his tender care, a few hours 
before. With a sinking heart the poor man looked in, 
and was filled with lively satisfaction, to find both still 
sleeping. Their fatigue had been excessive, and nature 
would have its dues. 

Collier let them remain there through the day, and, 
with all the bluff kindness of manner which he could 
assume, supplied them with food and drink. Lu had 
heard from one or the other of the men, that the pre- 
tended friend of her husband, who had been thus far 
the conducter of her journey, had gone on in j^vance 
to Savannah, to speak for their passage on board a vee- 
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sel bound to New Orleans, whence they were to pro- 
ceed (so the rascal, Morrell, had told her,) up the 
riyer, in a steamboat, to Cincuinati, where Cale would 
be ready to receive them : so without a suspicion of 
foul play, but fuU of pleasing anticipations, which she 
communicated to Waifwood to her great delight, she 
waited once Aore for the mantle of night to descend 
upon the earth, to enable them to renew their flight. 

They arrived in Savannah in safety, at length, and 
went with Collier aboard a small vessel, which set sail, 
the next morning, not for New Orleans but for Char- 
leston, S. C, where they disembarked and were con- 
veyed in a close carriage to a hotel, kept by a brother 
of the trador. 

The speculator in his fellow beings well knew the 
advantages of dress, and in an hour or two after their 
arrival, brought to their room a mantuarmaker, weU- 
skilled and tasteful at her trade, ^* though only a quad- 
roone." Collier was careful that nothing should trans- 
pire during this transaction, to inform Lu that she was 
not in New Orleans. Indeed he made it a point to 
keep her in ignorance of all the &ots of the fraud, 
which had been practised upon her, until he should 
have got her off his hands. She was made to believe, 
that it was by her husband's affectionate consideration 
that she and her child were now to be arrayed in far 
more expensive and fashionable dress than they had 
ever worn before, and though she would have been 
entirely contented with plainer attire, she would not 
have been a woman had she n«t been glad to enhance 
her personal attractions in the eyes of the man whose 
love, she had feared, was forever estranged from her. 
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Children are always pleased with new dothes, and 
tittie Waifwood was delighted with the pretty nlk 
frock, hose and gaiters which were provided for her, 
she thought, by the dear, kind fitther whom Ae was ao 
soon to see. 

** Dan Collier was not the man to do things by 
halves," (he nsed to say of himself^) arfl not satisfied 
with dressing his new slaves well, he had them libe- 
rally supplied, in their room, with the most laxnrions 
and nourishing viands that the hotel afforded. Meagre 
in variety, and coarse in quality as is the fare of most 
towns in the interior of the southern states, good fiv* 
ing may be had in the sea-board cities, and especially 
in Charleston ; so Lu and her child lacked for nothing 
that could improve their good looks, and better fit 
them for their owner's purpose. In the meantime^ 
revelling in blissful expectation, the mother and child 
were satisfied with Collier's excuse for delay, via: that 
the steamboat, in which they were to take passage, was 
not yet quite ready to receive them on board. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

I^HE PUBOHASXB. 

In a room in a wing of the same hot^there was 
then sojourning daring *' conrt week,'' a gentleman, 
who, without knowing her, had become suddenly very 
much interested in poor Lu, as we shall presently 
show. 

The personage in question was no less a man than 
Judge Gascon, a member of one of the wealthiest and 
most aristocratic fitmilies in that proud state. In his 
young manhood, Gascon was a gallant beau and cava* 
lier, too vain of his handsome figure, and descent from an 
old Huguenot race, to marry before attaining his meri- 
dian, and too much wedded, then, to his bachelor 
habits to be willing to change them. In fact, he had 
not ceased to flatter himself even at the age of fifty, 
that few ladies in South Carolina of any considerable 
taste and refinelnent could refuse him any place in her 
affections that he chose to occupy. At sixty, Judge 
Gascon was still a fine-looking man : tall ; portly (yet 
not too much so,) and with no defect of form, save a 
little roundness of shoulders ; a result of his raUier 
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sedentary life, not fafly repaired by hia exodus abroad 
for a few years as minister to a foreign court ; and this 
he partially concealed by allowing his gray early locks 
to grow to an unusual length. He wore no beard, and 
there was a womanly softness in his finely-chiselled and 
very regular, but not effeminate features. No one 
ever presumed to doubt his courage, for he had fought 
three duels in his time--one of them with Oov. H— e, 
now his fast friend — but he was regarded as a man of 
sentiment, and a very fine poet. At least such was the 
appreciation of his literary merits in his own State, 
though based almost entirely upon a pretty song, whidi 
somebody or other had set to pretty music, (and some 
translations) now forgotten, from the French and 
Italian. In those days, it required only a small 
amount of literary performance to make a great &m6 
for a Southern man in his own rather illiterate portion 
of the country. Gascon was neither a scholar nor a 
poet in the fullest sense of the term, but he possess- 
ed some acquirements, united to a good deal of natural 
taste for literature and the fine arts ; and being both 
sprightly and dignified, as well as lavish of his means, 
he was just the man to be popular in South Carolina, 
or any where else ; but he was more fit for a bellea* 
letters professor-ship than for the bench, and for an 
Aspasia's boudoir than either. A beau at thirty, a 
voluptuary at fifty, what was he likely to have become 
at the age of seventy, when we find him enjo3ring his 
cigar and after^linner bottle of white port in the hotel 
where Lu was quartered, upon the occasion described? 
A little less erect than at sixty, a little more rounds 
shouldered, a little more venerable in his locks, it may 
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be, bnt not a whit less the slave of his life-long passion 
for the women : and, what would have been singular 
in any other commnnity, none the less respected, and 
glorified by his admirers. Even his friend, ^* the great 
Nullifier,'' Calhoon, exemplary as he was, himself, in his 
habits, found no fault with those of Judge Oascon. In 
truth, he had the ^* happy faculty " of seeming to be 
much better than he was, and the hideous proportions 
to which his vice had grown was apparent only to Ood, 
and those good and bad angels who watch over and 
influence every one's career. 

And was this sprightly and brilliant personage en- 
tirely at ease in his conscience, and resigned to his de- 
cline towards the grave ? B^ no means. He tried to 
avoid thinking of it, but the reflection would some- 
times intrude, *' My life is fSstst closing, and what ac- 
count can I render of it to the eternal Judge from 
whose decision there is no appeal ? A life given over 
to lust, which, infirm and impotent though I am, stiJl 
holds me in its unyielding thrall. My Ood I will it 
follow me to my grave ? and worse, oh infinitely worse, 
will it make part and parcel of one in the world be- 
yond? A goading passion, without the means of 
gratifying it I" 

Such was the gist of the old rake's rumination as 
he sat alone in his room in the hotel with his wine and 
fragrant cigar; but swallowing the reflection and 
drowning it with a glass or two of port, as he heard a 
knock at the door, he called out ^^ Come in 1 " and 
taking up an elegant volume of Tasso which lay upon 
the table, appeared as if he were perusing it. 
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A black slave entered at the saininoiiSy bearing 
cards upon a salver. 

*^ My nephew Gostavas, and Miss Daprez,*^ said the 
Jadge, as he glanced at the address of each through 
a glass which dangled from his neck across his uxk- 
maculate ruffle, whereon glistened a large diamond, 
(for his Honor, old as he was, dressed as much as 
ever ;) *^ ask them to come m." 

The negro bowed low, and withdrew. ^The 
eminent scholar, poet, judge and gentleman,'' as the 
Charleston press was fond of styling him, then broshed 
a speck of lint from the superb dressing-gown which 
he wore, arranged his soft gray hair, at the glass, a 
moment, and walked up and down the apartment with 
one eye upon the Tasso in his hand, and the other upon 
the door. 

After the lapse of two or three minutes, his nephew 
entered, smiling and nodding to the rather pretty red- 
haired young lady who hung upon his arm, (not for sup- 
port as she was taller than he,) as he remarked in an 
undertone upon his uncle's fondness for good living. 

The young couple were received with almost 
courtly politeness, combined with a charming suavity 
of manner; for the Judge prided himself upon his 
high-breeding, especially in the presence of the ladies. 

When they were seated, he apologized for his 
cigar and dressing-gown, but presumed that so sen- 
sible and angelic a creature as Miss Duprez would 
pardon it, as this was the hour of his siesta. Then she, 
in turn, embarrassed by his deferential address and 
compliments, colored to carnation, and made many ex- 
cuses for intruding at such a time. 
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^^Yon were about taking yoar post-dinner nap^ 
Judge, perhaps ? " suggested the nepheur, who was an 
under-sized young man of twenty-two or three, fash- 
ionably clad in black broadcloth, and high-heeled 
boots. ^ I am sorry to have disturbed you.*' 

^'No, no, my dear boy, not at all; not at all," was 
the reply; ^*naps for those who need recuperation I 
Thank the Lord, my health is as fresh as yonder rose. 
I retain the vigor and vivacity of youth marvellously. 
Possibly, I may jshow my age, but — ^" and here he 
paused for a compliment which custom had rendered 
necessary to him. 

^ My dear sir 1 ^ protested the young man, *^ don't 
mention such* a thing. I cannot discover a single 
horrid wrinkle." (Which was true, for he was near 
sighted.) *^Time has skipped you ; or you have been 
drinking that miraculous water that De Soto sought I " 

''So I think! " Hsped the lady. 

''Ah, you flatter me I" responded the Judge* 
*' But speaking of water, here is my marvellous foun« 
tain ! " and he pointed to the wine. " Come, take a 
glass of white port with me. Miss Duprez, yon will 
not refuse ! It is of my own importation." 

He rewarded her compliance by drinking to her 
health. " Gustavus," he said, as he replaced his glass 
upon the table, "you should be the happiest of 
mortals, nnce you are honored with tlie love of this 
angel I " 

" Oh, Judge Grascon ! " exclaimed the lady, with a 
deprecating look and blush. 

" I protest," cried the Judge, " that when we make 
a monarchical government in South Carolina — ^if that 
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time shoald oome — ^we ought to eleot Greorgia Dapres 
its Yictorial Of oouree you have read the new 
book?" 

*^The Partisan Leader? yes, sir/' replied tlie 
nephew. *^What is your opinion of it? I hope yon 
approve it I ^ 

^^Professor Tucker's theory is a brilliant one, oer- 
tainly," replied the Judge ; " and I wish, heartily, that 
it could be put into practice. My friend, John C. 
Calhoun does not say so in as many words, hot the 
idea of a new and stronger form of government than 
the American federal Union underlies his political prin- 
ciples ; and his only objection to its development is 
that when the great test was put to the people in 1833, 
he found them generally unprepared for it. An unex- 
pected and mortifying discovery to him it was, as I 
well knew, though I was abroad at the time. In 
sooth, I regretted his disappointment almost as mndi 
as he did.'' 

It will be understood by the attentive reader, that 
Judge Gascon unblushingly admitted, that, though act- 
ing as a foreign minister for the United States, he was 
entirely willing to see his Gk>vemment overthrown, 
and a monarchy established in one or more of the 
Southern States. 

*' We are essentially a different people from the 
North," observed Gustavus. "Their employments 
and habits are all herdish, mercenary and vulgar. If 
we despise our own King street merchants, surely, we 
have no congeniality for fraternization with the traders 
and mechanics of the Eastern States 1 " 

" The Yankees among us scorn their oouutrymcn, 
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at home, as muoh as we do,'* remarked Miss Duprez : 
^^ at least they talk as if they did.'' 

The Judge laughingly observed, that ^' those fel- 
lows were orafly foxes, seeloDg to please the Southern- 
ers by taking that tone. They were treacherous 
time-servers, faithful to nothing but their own sel- 
fish ends." 

*^ What will Calhoun do in our State convention 
for making a new Constitution, think you, Judge ? " 
asked the nephew. ' 

*^ Probably confine himself to defining more clearly 
oar State rights and optional independence of the 
Federal Government," was the reply ; " for he thinks 
4hat many years must elapse before the public mind 
will have become prepared for the fhll fruition of his 
plan of a gigantic Southern commonwealth. But a 
truce to politics! here's metal more attractive, as 
Hamlet says : " and he turned to the young lady, who 
was turning over the leaves of his Tasso. 

*^ Are you fond of the divine poet, Miss Duprez? " 
he asked. 

^' Passionately I " she replied. ^^ I think him less 
melancholy than Dante ; though both are sweet, and so 
rich in graceful images ! " 

The Judge assented, with a compliment to her 
critical discernment, (for he went upon the hypothesis 
that every woman loves fiatteiy,) and then began to 
analyze the style and peculiarities of each ; quoting, 
*ever and anon, the original Italian text ; and, now and 
then, condenming this or that translation : to all of 
which his female admirer listened with open-mouthed 
attention : congratulating herself in the meantime upon 
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her great good fortune in being treated to ao deleo- 
table a literary feast. How her fellow-members of the 
*' Catherine Hersohell Sooiety " woold envy her if they 
only knew it 1 

The nephew seemed to hear, bat he knew little of 
either of the two poets, and cared less, for his mind was 
pre-occapied ; and when the old man, warming with his 
theme and the evident admiration of his fair vi^a-vis, 
began to recite freely from Petrarch and Boccaccio, 
he took the liberty to saunter to a window from which 
he could see a stage coach which had just been driven 
into the yard of the hotel. 

The wing of the house formed an angle command- 
iug an easy view of a portion of the main building, and 
it was the most natural thing in the world for him to 
glance at an adjacent window ; but when he saw a 
lady, within, engaged, with the assistance of a maid, 
in dressing, of course he ought to have looked another 
way. He was the nephew of his unde, however, and 
the temptation to gaae his fill would have been irresis- 
.tible, but fortunately he was suddenly self-reminded 
that he had no time to spare. 

«' My dear Judge, you will excuse me,*' said he 
turning to his brilliant relative, who had paused to 
take breath, ^' but in the pleasure of hearing you talk, 
I had like to have forgotten that I came to do a littie 
for myself, and it is of importance, perhaps, that I 
should lose no time about it. Ton have unlimited 
influence with the president-elect: Van Buren, the 
northern man with southern principles, was elected by 
the southern vote. You helped, in a quiet way, very 
efficiently (though he and you fricn^ Calhoun love 
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each other as fire loves powder,) and he will grant 
jou anything. Now I happen to want a secretary- 
ship to a foreign legation : surely you can command as ' 
small a favor as that ? " « 

"Certwnly, certainly, my dear boy I*' replied his 
uncle, patting Urn upon the shoulder : ** but are yoa 
not a little premature in your application ? " 

^*It is well enough to be in season, Judge. There 
will be a crowd after these places by-and-by," answer- 
ed the young man. 

^ But the South must of course have the preference, 
as usual. Tou know we have always had the lion's 
share of the offices, and the' bold, defiant, proud State 
of South Caroliaa exacts the respect and deference of 
all parties. Mr. Yan Buren will grant anything I ask. 
However, you may be right in making an advance 
upon competitors. I will write a few lines to the 
newly-elected President and you may start for Wash- 
ington to-night if you like. In the meantime, leave 
this fair lady, your intended bride, at home, with the 
assurance that she shall never lack for a smart cavalier 
as long as I am in her vicinity; ha, ha, ha I ^ and he 
laughed merrily at his own conceit, which pleased Miss 
Daprez exceedingly, as was evident by her smiles and 
blushes. 

^^Ah, my dear Judge I" exclaimed the nephew, 
smiling, *^you are still the same gay Lothario as ever J 
But take care and not look overlnto your neighbor's 
window too much, or you may find a new goddess will 
steal away your admiration for this one I " 

^^ Impossible ! what do you mean ? " said the beau, 
eagerly, and went to the window indicated. 
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^^ She 18 gote now/' cri«d Gagtayus laughing : ^ bui 
oome, Jadge, write me the letter of introdnction to 
Van BareDf and I will be off with the maiL** 

^ tlie missive was penned without farther dday, 
iind with hnatj bat oordial adieux, (in the coarse of 
whioh the yonng lady was h<»ored with a kiss from 
the venerable admirer of Petrarch's soonetSy) the you^ 
4iffianced pair departed. 

^ A perfect Hebe, Judge I ^ cried the young man, 
and his laugh resounded from the hall, as they left tbe 
old man to his wine — and his window I 

**Hebe? " and Gascon glanced^ mechanically, at a 
picture of that goddess which adorned the wall ; then 
turning to the view against which his nephew had 
jaaghingly warned him, he raised his glass to his eye: 
'^ By Hercules I " he gasped, (for it almost stopped his 
breath,) it is Venus rising from the waves." The 
inilsations of his heart suddenly increased from sixty 
to a hundred, and his face grew pale with ezcitemoit. 
^' Can she have no suspicion that she is observed ? " 
thought the aged Sardauapalus to himself. She don't 
look as if she had. So much the better. I shall eqjoy 
this luxury the longer. I never saw her before : prob- 
ably a i^tranger from the North. She has rather a 
Cuban or South American complexion, though. Per- 
haps a lady fVom Brazil. By Jupiter Ammon ! ** he 
cried, and wrung his hands in an ecstasy of admira- 
tion, *' there's a bust for you I Thrice happy dressing- 
mud ! What would I not give to be in that negress's 
place ? Who can this delectable creature be ? Per- 
haps, a member of the Spanish Opera, on her way irom 
Tlavaiia to New York. She ha.s the true Castiliau 
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head and neck, with an eye-brow, and mouth like 
that charming Andalnsian senorita I saw and loved 
(for a month,) on the banks of the Goadalqniyer I I 
most find out who she is, or I shall not get a wink of 
sleep to-night. She is gone 1 Oh, goddess of my 
idolatry, appear 1 appear I No, no 1 '' he added, after 
waiting a few moments, and straining his old eyes to 
see &rth'er into her room, " she will not come back 1 
Tee, there she is in fall dress. Probably she will ride 
out. ril slip on my OTercoat — ^no, I wont : it makes a 
man look older : Fll don my mulberry frock, and go 
.•dowa on to the walk to give her a closer sorutiny as 
she passes out. How do I look ? " and he went to the 
. mirror, ^' Comme 11 faut ? Not exactly ! " and he ran 
his fingers a little nervously through his long hair^ 
Where's my powder ? There, that will do. Now, for 
an artistioal touch with my rouge on the lips t How 
.a rosy mouth rejuvenates the countenance 1 Woidd 
that some genius of health would give us a polish for 
the eyes and a cure for<)row's feet 1 " he sighed. *^ Mais 
.n'importel Now for my frock. Stay, I will change 
my vest: the flowered satin looks more cheerful. 
Good: that looks well. Where's my boots? Con- 
found that porter ; he has not returned them with the 
customary afternoon polish I " and he rang the bell. 



CHAPTER XL. 

HYJKAK CHATTELS. 

A lODDLB-AGED negro appeared in answer to the 
Judge's summons, with the boots in question. 

** Julius, you image of ebony, come to this win- 
dow I '* was the stem response to his apology. The 
poor fellow opened his eyes wide, and made a hasty 
cnlculation of how much a fall from that height would 
hurt him ; for he feared the Judge intei^ded to kick hua 
out ; but he was immediately relieved by the inquiry, 
"Who occupies that room over there ? " 

"A lady and child, your Honor," he replied. 
"They come under care massa Dan Collier. Yoa 
know massa Dan, Judge ? I knows him I '* he mutteiN- 
ed to himself: and he had reason to, for the slaver had 
bought, one after another, four of his children, and 
sold them away from him forever, one in Mississippi, 
one in Louisiana and two in Texas. 

" Dan Collier, hey ? ^ exclaimed Gascon. " Can it 
be a relative of his ? '* 

The negro was proceeding to express an opinion in 
response, but the Judge cut him short by tossing his 
slippers at his head, and bidding him to get out, a 



HUMAN CHATTELS. 841 

command which the negro lost no time in obeying ; 
bnt he was as imperiously called back again, to re- 
ceive a quarter-dollar and (and what he valued almost 
as much) a kind word from the great man, who was in 
the main good-natured enough, especially to the lowly: 
and generous to a fault. 

*'HeIp me on with my frock, Julius," said the 
Judge. "That will do. Give it a little brush. There, 
there ; that will do." And he put on his hat daintily, 
and took his natty walking-stick*. " Now, how do I 
look, boy ? " said he, scrutinizmg his figure carefully in 
the full-length mirror. 

" Jis as young as you did, Judge, when I seed y^a 
open the ball what General McDuffie guv to de foreign 
prince, (I disremember his name,) twenty years agol " 
replied Julius, smiling, and rubbing his hands. 

** You're a great flatterer, you rascal," rejoined the 
old beau, laaghing complacently, "but lock up my 
room, when I am gone, and take care you don't dis- 
turb anything. Fm too much in a hurry now to stop, 
Julius*" And off he went, leaving, with characteristio 
carelessness, many valuables exposed here and there — 
among the rest, his purse, which he had overlooked — ^to 
tempt the popr darkey. 

" De lor suz I " soliloquized the slave, " ef de Judge 
alnt done gone and luff his money t and dar's his gold 
watch, and here's two or free rings, and his gold snuff- 
box, set with diamonds I Now ole nigger, ef you want 
a big fool, you'd freeze to all dese yere wallybles and 
put out for de glorious land ob liberty whar de north 
star shines on nobody but freemen ! " 

He sat down in the luxurious cushioned easy-chair 
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took the jewelled box into his hands, but his thoughts 
trere wandering to those fer oS, unknown pkoes, 
which held treasures &r more Taihied by him than the 
diamonds that glittered in rain to his dreamy eyes. 

Of what account is a negroV tear ? One haa iaBeit 
tipon the bijou which he holds in his hands, and haply 
B«me angel inrisibly regardmg the poor fellow's affeo- 
tionate sorrow, may think as much of the sheen of tiiat 
briny drop as of the prouder jewels glare. 

^ WeU, wdl,'* said Jufins, rising, and putting down 
the box, **bress de lord, de crooked places will be 
made stndght some day. Dis yere life aint for always, 
and dair amt no seperations after we done got to heb- 
bea t You must take up your cross agin, Julius, and 
wait patiently for de good time on de other side of Jor* 
dan.*' Then heaTing a deep sigh th&t seemed to 
come from his boots^ he emptied a half^filled glass of 
wine inta his capacious moudi, and withdrew ; losing 
the door after him. 

OasGOn's eager desire to know the fair stranger, 
(who, as the intelligent reader has already diyined, 
was fio other than Lu,) talEed exactly with Collier's 
aim. When, therefore, upon descending to the walk 
with his prize, the slave-driver saw the Judge standing 
near the barouche which awaited themv he chuckled to 
himself «' It's aU right f It's all as I could wisb— if I 
only manage my cards properly." 

^^ Bat a difficulty arose : Lu expresang an invin- 
cible repugnance to a display, which she thought 
neither wise nor in good taste. Kot entirely at ease 
in her elegant dress, even in the privacy of her own 
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room, to ride so conspicnoiiBly, in a fthowy open car- 
riage, the observed of all obBervers, would have been 
absolutely piunftil to her shrinking, retiring nature, and 
thot^h gratefol to her present protector for his appa- 
rent kindness, she persisted in declining a seat in that 
ostentatious vehideu 

Availing himself of this opportunity. Judge Gtascon 
stepped forward and shook Collier's hand with more 
cordiaMty than usual. 

Probably nothing short of the motive then actuating 
him could have induced the high-bom and haughty 
Oascon to show the smallest modicum of politeness tp 
this man ; for Dan's failings were pat^&t throughout 
his native city ; and, though he was believed to hava 
amassed some property by shrewd and successful^ 
slave-traffic, his position was decidedly equivocal in a 
community whose society prided itself upon its chivalry 
and high-breeding. 

The Judge had bought slaves of him, in his time, 
but when the trade was effected, and the money paid, 
their temporary 'intercourse was at an end. Now, 
however, the rich man's dominant lust led him to be 
remarkably civil : and he felt more than repaid by a 
sort of semi-introduction to the object of his pursuit. 

^^ This is Judge Gascon," nlA Collier aloud to Lu, 
and added in an undertone, ** a good friend to our en- 
terprise; but don't refer to it." 

The gallant septuagenarian raised his hat and bowed 
in the most courtly manner, which the object of his 
undisguised admiration acknowledged with an embar- 
rassment that was unspeakably relieved by a request 
from her pseudo friend that she should retire to her 
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room, until another carriage should have been brought 
to the door. 

*^ What a lovely child ! " exclaimed the Judge, as 
the happy little Waifwood followed her mother up- 
stairs. 

«< YTho is the lady? yon did not mention her name, 
Dan," he added, as the black driyer, in blue and gold 
livery, drove off with the barouche. 

" Pardon me, your Honor,*' replied Dan ; " that's 
a secret, for the present at least." 

^ Indeed ! " exclaimed Gascon, with sarcastic em- 
phasis. 

^* Ton think perhaps, that she is a kept mistress ? " 
said Collier, smiling. 

The Judge looked an indignant disclaimer. 

*^ So £sur from being a mistress," continued the slave- 
dealer, " she is the very opposite," 

*' I understand," rejoined the Judge, in better hu- 
mor: ^^Tou mean that she is virtuous and pure. Is 
she married ? " 

** Yes ; that is to say, she — well, tbar's a mystifica- 
tion about it," stammered the other. 

*' Of course,* it is nothing to me," rejoined Ghiscon, 
a little piqued, for he was not used to being thwarted ; 
and he turned away, with an air of assumed indif- 
ference. 

Collier was not disposed to let him go away in 
that humor. ^^I presume it would gratify my par- 
ticular friend," said he, as a handsome close carriage 
came up in front of them, "if your Honor would ride 
with us as far as Fort Moultrie and back." 

This suggestion, which the Judge would have re- 
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garded as audacious at any other time, was aecepted 
with ill-concealed eagerness. 

*^It so happens/' he said, ^Uhat I wish . to speak 

with M^or at the Fort, and as my own' carriage 

is not at hand, I will accept your invitation, my 
good sir." 

** Of coome, you will not try to unrayel onr mys- 
tery," said the dealer, 

Dan then went into the hotel and soon re-appeared 
conducting Lu and Waifwood. In a few minutes, the 
vehicle was rumbling over the pavement of King 
street with the whole party: all in cheerful spirits, 
but none so entirely happy as little Waifwood,* as, 
leaning out at a window, she vented exclamations of 
wonder and delight upon the many novel objects 
that saluted her sight in that Broadway of the southern 
metropolis. 

In the meantime, the venerable beau, with a wo* 
man's eye to the effect of light and shade upon a 
wrinkled face, had sank back into the darkest comer 
of the front seat, vis-arvis with the very desirable 
creature with whom he was conversing on the state 
of the weather, the generdT health, &c^ and now and 
then pointing out a public building. 

*^ How 'do you like Charleston ? " he inquired, after 
exhausting the above-named topics. 

*^I was never there, sir,'^ replied Lu, innocently. 

The querist imagined she had not understood his 
question, but did not repeat it. 

New Orleans, she remarked, was not so large and 
bustling as she had anticipated, and she was very de- 
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eiroTiB of comparing it withXIiiiciniiati. She wished 
that she was there. 

«^Some portions of the Crescent city— especially 
the Faubourg St. Mary (as they call one quarter in 
New Orleans,) remind me," said her interlocutor, ^ of 
some sections of Paris." 

The Judge was very fond of expatiating upon his 
experience on the Continent, and now he launched 
quite genially into a comparison of the relative merits 
of the principal European cities. Lu had read some- 
thing about them, and heard much more from the 
dominie Perrin, and Cale Wright; consequently, 
Gk»con talked to an appreciative listener, and he was 
not slow to perceive it. The result was, he that was 
almost as well pleased with her intelligence and good 
sense, as with her good looks. 

Her countenance he regarded as interesting rather 
than beautiful, but he had had occular demonstration 
that the gracefulness of her form was not, as is usually 
the case with southern women, indebted to adven- 
titious aids for its charms ; and it appeared to him, 
during the ride, that he had never met with a more 
attractive woman, under so modest a guise. 

Probably he was the more interested, because of a 
certain mystery which Collier had attached to her, 
and he did not hesitate to express to that worthy gen- 
tleman, when the excursion was over and Lu and 
Waifwood had retired to their apartment, that he 
hoped to become much better acquainted with so 
charming a person. 

^* How long does she intend to remain in the city ? ** 
he inquired, as they stood upon the walk together, 
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aboQt to part. (He was zneditatixig another ezoursion 
without the presence of the trader.) 

"She will leave to-morrow, perhaps,'* replied 
Collier. 

" So soon ? " exclaimed the Judge, in a sorrowful 
accent : " can I do nothing to induce a little delay ? " 

** I think you could," replied Collier. The words 
w6re unexpected, and startled the interlocutor not a 
little : there was, too, a significance of expression in 
the man's face that puzzled the wishful Gkiseon. 
Former success in intrigues in the circles in which he 
had been so long a magnate, and a certain arrogance 
of feeling, (the fruit of unlimited power over hundreds 
of slaves which he owned in the interior of the state, 
and upon a rice plantation near the coast,) led him to 
hope that if he could only have time to bring the bat- 
tery of his own personal attractions, and, perhaps his 
purse, to bear upon the heart of the object of his de- 
sire, he could take it by storm : the infatuated old fool, 
was so blinded by his passion 1 Had he asked him- 
self if any other man could accomplish such a victory 
over the virtue of such a woman as this appeared to 
be, he would have negatived the idea instantly, but he 
flattered himself that he could achieve miracles. 
Therefore,' when the words of Collier, and, still more, 
the air with which he uttered them, seemed to open a 
door to his seductive power, his old heart beat at a 
2.40 gait, and he suggested that he had a royal glass 
of wine, and a capital cigar in his room for him, if he 
would go up. Of course the other " was agreeable ; " 
and, in a few moments, behold the aristocrat and the 
plebeian whifSng and quaffing like equals, in the sump- 
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tnoas spartment of the Jndge t Crime is your tme 
leveller. 

*^ You Baid jast now, fiiend Collier, that possibly I 
could induce the very &8cinating lady with whom we 
have enjoyed so delightful a ride, to extend her vint 
here : teO me how, my good fellow; tell me howl" 
said the Judge. 

** By purchasing her,** replied Daniel, gravely re- 
garding a corions ring of smoke which, with his head 
resting upon the back of his chair, he had produced 
by an artisticai puff into the space above him. He 
had one eye upon his customer ; however, for he was a 
bit of a wag, and he knew his suggestion would be a 
stunner. 

** Purchase her?" exclaimed the old Lothario, in a 
cloud of doubt and wonder; ^^ purchase her? you 
told me that she was as pure as Diana, sirrah I " 

^ I don't know how pure Diana was,** rejoined Dan, 
ciooDy knocking the ashes from his cigar, '*but this 
woman I believe to be as virtuous as any that walks : 
yes, or that rides." 

*^ What do* you mean, then, by intimating, to me 
that money can induce her to fall, now, and by my 
means?" inquired the Judge, who began to flatter 
himself, that Collier intended a compliment to his 
superior address. 

^* I mean, your Honor," replied the trader delibe- 
rately, as he re-fined his glass with wine, ** that I can 
give you a bill of sale of her." 

** A bill of sale ? " gasped the Judge, so aghast with 
astonishment, that he was at a loss for breath to repeat 
the exclamation. 
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** Tea, but the child goes with her, of course," re- 
plied the other, and without appearing to notice his 
illustrious friend's emotion, though it offered him much 
secret gratification, he held the ruby liquor to his eye 
for a moment, then gulped it down. ** I have sold 
many a mother and child in my time,'' he added, ^* but 
never a pur so likely as them. You will excuse me," 
said he, seeing the Judge rise a little impatiently from 
his chair, ^^ for letting you get so jnistaken about 'em, 
but you would have it so. Besides, it was a good 
chance to show you that they was something more'n 
common. Thinks I to myself, she'll make a tip-top 
nurse for the old Judge in his declining years, and (as 
your Honor seemed to fancy her,) I thought she might 
be the next thing to a wife to your Honor, you know." 

** Who is she, and where in the world did you ob- 
tain her, you rascal?" inquired Gktscon, stopping ab- 
ruptly in his hasty walk of the room. 

**' I bought her and the young one for a heap of 
mofley, (I swear it broke me. Judge!) of another 
trader, who gave some thousands for them to one 
Wright, that lives away up in Oeorgia, on the borders, 
Bomewhar. The papers are all straight as a duck's 
bUl. It appears she is a daughter of old Squire Morlis 
by a quadroon, (or something lighter,) that he owned* 
He eddicated her when she grew up, and a Yankee 
parson in his fi&mily had the impudence to marry her 
secretly to a son of old Wright, who lived hard by." 

^* Of course there was nothing binding in that, ac- 
cording to our law, and I suppose the young man 
knew it perfectly well," renuurked the Judge, taking 
his seat again. 
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Collier laagbed ooarselj, and Baid, " It was only a 
trick of hifi'D, I spose, to get round the critter. At 
any rate, he run off and left her as soon as she had a 
child hj him. That was five year ago, and more, and 
he hasn't J)een heem of, senoe. The only way I could 
get her along quietly from her old home, was to make 
her think she was on her way to him, and she may be 
a little disapp'inted when she finds out her mistake ; 
but ef thar's a goo4-lookiug, kind-hearted, big-soaled 
gentleman like yourself near by, to console her, I 
think, that, with the help of fine dresses and generous 
treatment for herself and the child, the two would 
be worth twenty thousand dollars, any man's money." 

'' Oh, I could fix all that ! *' said the Judge, strok- 
ing his little chin, complacently. ^^Let me see the 
papers." 

Collier produced from his pocket-book a document, 
and passed it to his customer. 

^* This I take it is the bill of sale from the trader to 
you, said Gascon ; ** where is the one from Wright ? " 

Dan handed him another paper, which the Judge 
examined and pronounced jcorrect. 

^^ Now," said he, ^^ what price do you ask for this 
woman and child ? " 

** Ten thousand dollars," was the reply. 

^^Did you ever receive half that for any two Uiat 
you have ever had ? " asked the Judge, musingly. 

^^ I sold a girl, onco, for six thousand. She was a 
beauty, though ! " replied the slave-dealer, 

" Was she as white as this woman ? " 

^* No, sir: a dark brown, almost black, but with 
straight hair, and an elegant lot of it," answered 
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Gorier : *^ I allow it hang nearly to the ground, and as 
soft as silk. I never saw so smooth and parfeot a skin ; 
and such eyes, lips and teeth I She was short, and a 
little too thick, perhaps, for yoor taste — ^" 

^^ Sir 1 " said the Jadge sternly, interrupting him ; • 
and the trader begged his pardon. 

^« Who was the buyer ? " inquired Oascon. 

^ There was," replied Dan, '* quite a competition in 
the bids (for 1 sold her at a venduq,) until they rose to 
twenty-eight hundred, when there were only two 
competitors left, and one of these was bidding as the 
agent of the girl's father, a free nigger, who had been 
lucky in his savings (he was a real smart feller,) and 
was willing to pay them all for his daughter." 

*^He wanted her to be free, then?*' said the 
Judge. 

^ It wasn't so much that as it was his dislike to 
Cobb who was bidding against him. Cobb didn't 
bear a good name in the county. Thar was a talk of 
his having killed one of his niggers, once, but it was 
hushed up. Any how, he got the girl." 

**Poor child 1 poor child 1" sighed the Judge. 
^Between ourselves, Collier, slavery has some great 
evils." 

^* None that you can't find a match for in the North, 
and even in England," .rejoined the slave-trader, who 
felt bound to sa> as much in justification of his 
calling. 

'^Perhaps «8o, perhaps so;" responded Gascon. 
" But how high did the father bid ? " ^ 

«< A little rising of four thousand. Then the agent 
and some friends round that felt sorry for the girl 
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(for Cohb WM an old skimk, not at all like your 
Honor,") 

^^Ahem!" coughed the Judge, and moYed «&• 
easily in his chain 

^They hdped him to two hundred dollars more, 
when what did Cobb do ? He was so mad at this med» 
dling, as he called it, that he jumped his bid right up to 
six thousand, slap 1 ** And here the trader laughed, as 
if it'were a good joke. *^ Of course there was no more 
bidding after that, and I knocked her down to him. 
But the woman np-stairs," said Collier, looking busi- 
ness-like again, and re-filling his glass, ** she is quite 
another affiur, being she^s eddicated, like ourselves, 
and in every respect as well appearing as any lady in 
Charleston. And there's the child ; did you ever in 
all your life (and you've been all over the world. 
Judge, and seen more and know more than any other 
livin' man, I reckon,) did you ever see a handsomer 
young one ? No, sir 1 Thar's nary a king or emperor 
in England kin boast such a one." 

His hearer felt compelled to acquiesce, with a 
smUe, to what he said, but positively declined, to pay 
more than eight thousand. 

^' It is dog-cheap," said Collier shaking his head 
gloomily, then swallowing the contents of his*glass ; 
^* but give me some paper and ink, Judge, and I will 
make you a bill of sale. Or you fiU one out and Ffl 
sign it." 

Gascon complied with the latter request, and the 
slavS-trader with a hand habitually trembling, but 
now more unsteady than usual, put his name to it. 

" Now come with me to a notary," sud the Judge, 
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patting on hia hat, ** and I will pay you the money 
when you shall have acknowledged the sale under 
oath.'» 

"It is seldom asked, for my property is good for 
it ; but never mind," said Collier, and followed his cus- 
tomer to the street. 



CHAPTER XLL 

THE BLOW FALLS. 

Shb hardly Jcnew why, but Lu was very dejected 
that night. Even Waifwood's childish prattle about 
the incidents of the ride was irksome to her, and it 
was with a feeling of relief that she saw the darling 
close her eyes in sleep, as soon as she was put to bed. 
Then, tired and listless, she sat down by her side and 
fell into a sombre reverie. Soon, the tears began to 
flow, which attracted the attention of her colored at- 
tendant and led her to inquire sympathizingly into the 
cause of her sorrow. 

^It is nothing,** replied Lu, wiping her eyes; *'I 
suppose I am nervous. Don't mind me, Sarah. Yon 
had better go ^ out and take a walk. Ton have not 
been out since I have been here.'* 

** Oh, yes," rejoined the girl, who had been set to 
watch as well as wait, ''I went down King street 
while you was away riding. I feel too tired to walk 
this evenmg.'* 

^^ Then lie down on the sofa and rest yourself" 
said Lu. 
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The Blave thanked her and complied. In a few 
minntea she, too, was asleep. 

Freed from the refftraint of observation, Ln arose 
and walked np and down the room nneasily; her 
whole mind and heart occnpied hj her hasband. 
Until this hour, she had been comparatively patient, in 
anticipation of their speedy re-nnion, bnt now it seemed 
to her (to'nse her own words,) ^ as if she should fly,'* 
and it was about as hard for her tg wait upon the 
tardy movements of Collier as for a bird to tarry on 
the earth when his air-fflled pinions impel him to cleave 
the ethereal vault between him and the bine arch 
above. 

She belonged to a class of nervous temperaments 
whose activity, generally attended with energy and 
vivacious cheerfulness, at times becomes morbid, and 
finally degenerates into a melancholy, attended with 
groundless presentiments of evil. Fortunately these 
fits of dejection, though in some instances leading to 
hypochondria and even insanity, are usually transient, 
and pass away, after a little repose and a return to 
agreeable social intercourse. What poor Lu needed 
now, more than anything else in the power of man- 
kind to bestow, was one true, appreciative, sympa- 
thizing heart to which she could confide all her 
troubles, her trials, her hopes atid her fears ; but no 
such friend was at hand. And yet the poor woman 
did not dream of half her desolation. An indefinable 
anguish at hea^ put her upon the rack, and though 
she said to herself many times, " Why do I feel so ? 
Shall I not soon see him ? ** her tortured mind refused 
to be composed. 
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In the meantime, Dan Collier, having finished 'hiB 
business with Jadge Gascon and received his money 
in notes which he had speedily converted into gold, 
had treated himself to *^ most an excellent " bottle of 
wine, followed by two or three glasses of brandy : the 
latter in company with several boon companions, who 
detuned him rnitil within an hour of midnight. When 
he left their edifying society, the worthy trader took op 
his whip (for he had a buggy at the door,) and re- 
paired, as directly as was possible for a gentleman 
with so much liquor aboard, to the apartment of his 
victim. 

Now it chanced, that as Collier entered La's room, 
without even the ceremony of knocking, Judge Grascon 
stood at his window, looking wishfully up to hen. 
Seeing a man there, he was fired with jealous suspi- 
cion, and, in a rage, put on his boots and coat in order 
to reconnoitre, more closely, the premises in which he 
felt that he now had an indisputable interest. 

Dan had had no expectation of finding his recent 
^^ chattel '' up and dressed, and he was quite as sur- 
prised at seeing her confront him as she was at his 
entrance, at so late an hour, and in that condition. 
After a maudlin apology, and some impotent efforts to 
maintain a conversation, he expressed for her the most 
passionate love. It had come to him he said just 
like a rush of blood to the head ; and, seeming to 
think that preface sufficient, he drew her towards him) 
as he took a seat, and would fain have placed her upon 
his lap. She resisted, and he became more rude. 
Hearing a shriek. Judge Gascon entered hastily and 
Collier rose to his feet, just in time to receive a cut 
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from his own whip over the shonlders. Between the 
huh and his astonishment, the rascal was almost 
sobered, and, without saying a word, bat shrinking 
like a car beneath the blows that were showered upon 
him, he retreated from the room to the street, where 
getting into his buggy, he lost no time in driving 
away. It had been a part of h'is plan to take French 
leave of Charleston as soon as he should have effected 
a sale of his victims, and he executed his intention that 
very night. 

After a little conversation with Lu in regard to 
this incident, and nothing more. Judge Gascon had the 
good sense to retire. He would fam have lingered, it 
is true, but he said to himself, " It would not be so 
well, now. Time enough hereafter: for are not all 
her future days and nights my own ? " So he returned 
her grateful good-night kindly, and went back 'to his 
room, resolved to make an example of the brutal 
trader on the morrow. 

In the morning, however, the amiable Daniel was 
what the lawyers and constables who, had judgments 
against his property, called ^' non est inventus," and 
the initials O. T. T., were chalked in large capitals 
upon the door of a house which he had previously oc- 
cupied. Those cabalistic letters were said by the wise 
men and astrologers to mean that he had gone to Texas, 
and, as in those days the highly favored ^^ land of the 
lone star," (was it Sirios or Mercury?) was exempt 
from constables and bum-bailiffs, no one was so unwise 
as to think of pursuing him. 

In the forenoon of the same day. Judge Gascon re- 
ceived a note from Lu, expressing her gratitude, and 



S58 WAIFWOOD. 

reqaesting him to call at her room at his earliest ooik 
venience. He lost no time in complying, though not 
without some miBgivings in regard to his ovm con- 
nection with her unfortunate careen If nobleness of 
conduct had been compatible with the indulgence of 
his passion, Ghtscon would gladly hare made it the 
guide of his action in her case, for he was originall j of 
a generous and sympathizittg nature, but, unhappily, his 
lust, long indulged, had grown to suoh monstroms pro* 
portions, that it over-rode his better sentiments, and 
no xK>nsideration, either humane or prudentiid, oould 
withstand it. 

He found Lu in tears, while littie Waifwood, leaor 
ing upon her mother's lap, looked up into her eyes, aad^ 
in her prattling way, tried to ascertain the cause of 
her sorrow, and console her. For a moment the yisitor 
was not observed, and a feeling of respect, whidi he 
had rather not have entertained, made him linger upon 
the threshold. ^' Why this deference ? this hesitancy ? *' 
he asked himself: ^Are they not my own? Have I 
not purchased and paid for them ? Are they not my 
slaves ? I must get rid of this feeling, by-and-by, at 
any rate. For the present, I wHl speak only as a 
friend." 

These thoughts had passed rapidly through his 
mind, when Wufwood, perceiving him, exclaimed ^' oh 
see, dear mamma, who has come to call on us I " 

^^ Good morning, both," said the Judge, and taking 
a seat, as if entirely at home, placed t^e child upon his 
lap. " You are very beautiful, my little bird," and 
brushing back her chesnut ringlets, he kissed her rosy 
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cheeks. *'^ow will you do as m«ch for me?'* he 
asked. 

*^ I rather not," die replied, and hung her head, 
bashfully. 

^ Can yon tell me your name ? " inquired he. 

'«0h yes indeed; it is Waifwood^" she answered. 

*^I shall oall you my little Qoldfinch," he rejoined, 
pleasantly. 

" Do you think a goldfinch as pretty as an oriole ? " 
she asked; and then began to tell him about what 
nice pets she used to have when she lived in the •woods ; 
but her mother checked her, lest she should say more 
than was prudent. 

^^ You need not fear to be entirely candid with me, 
Lu ; " (it was the first time that the Judge had ad- 
dressed her so familiarly, but instead of offending, it 
was more agreeable than a formal politeness to which 
she bad never been accustomed :) *' I presume I am 
the only friend you have, here' in South Carolina." 

*'In South Carolina?" exclaimed Lu in surprise. 
** We are in New Orleans, are we not ? " 

^* No, my poor girl, this is South Carolina. Now I 
understand why you told me, yesterday, in answer to 
my question as to your impressions of Charleston, that 
you had n^ver seen it." 

Observing the mingled wonder, fear and doubt in 
the expressive countenance of the unhappy slaVe-wo- 
man, he added '^ I am very sorry for you : you have 
been egregiously deceived, and so have I^ by that 
rascal Collier. I had no knowledge of your true char- 
acter and condition when I rode out with yon, yester- 
day. Do not be distressed : it was no fault of youiH, 
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and tears are unnecessary. Besides, the j^ give me 
pain. Be calm. Ton are lovelj even in your agita- 
tion, ^oor girl, but I shall feel very much obliged to . 
you if you will control your emotion. It makes me 
nervous, and cannot possibly do you any good. I am 
your truest friend : you shall want for nothing. Bat 
answer me two or three questions candidly. Tou 
were once the property of a Mr. Morlis, were yon 
not?'* 

"He was my father, sir," replied Lu, proodly, for 
she was a little hurt by the manner of her examiner. 

*' And your owner,'* added Oasoon. " He sold you 
to a Mr. Wright, did he not ? Answer freely, as to 
an old friend," said the Judge, kindly : " no one has 
the almost paternal interest in you that I have." 

Lu wept bitterly at the recollection that her own 
father had sold her like a package of merchandise. 

" I don't like you ! " said Waifwood, leaving the 
knee of her owner; "you have made manmia cry:" 
and getting into her mothei'^s lap, she tried to con- 
sole her. 

Judge Grascon rose nervously, and strode across the 
room to a window. Recovering his equanimity, in a 
few monents he approached Lu again, and, leaning 
upon a centre-table, gazed upon her wishfully. His 
impulse was to hug her to his heart, and kiss away 
every tear from those deep, sad eyes which now haunt- 
. ed his existence ; but her emotion was sacred even 
firom his intrusion, and an invisible hand held him back. 

" Mr. Morlis," said Lu, at length, " did sell me, his 
own flesh and blood, to the elder Wright. He did it 
upon his death-bed, and, with that monstrous sin upon 



THB BLOW l^ALLS. 861 

his 8oal, went straight into the presence of his Maker. 
-Oh, God forgive him ! I cannot." 

Her head fell npon her heaving breast, when she 
had uttered these words, but her eyes, fixed ahnoet 
despairingly upon her child, had no more tears to 
shed. 

The old libertine would fain have said something, 
but he had as little courage to do so, as the beer-boy 
in the presence of Mrs. Siddons. His passion was " of 
the earth, earthy ; " hers, of a sublimer sort ; and he 
was dumb in its over-awing presence. 

Presently, she pushed the ehild from her, almost 
rudely, and rising, with her hands upon her forehead, 
as if she feared her wits would run away if she did 
not hold on to them, she paced the chamber wildly, to 
and fro, for a few momlhts, then tore down a cloud of 
hair upon her shoulders and gabbled to herself strange 
words, that made the man a coward. Yes, coolly as 
he could have met an enemy intent upon his life, or 
&ced a foe in that cold-blooded and utterly danmable 
sort of assassination, called a duel. Judge Gascon, the 
high blooded and chivalric, was cowed by the passion 
of a woman, and that woman his slave ! 

Women may tremble at times, and often shed tears, 
but there are occasions when it seems as if neither 
man nor GU>d himself (we say it in all homage,) could 
make her humble and prostrate. 

Lu felt that her wrongs were unspeakable, but with 
flashing eyes and grating teeth, and hands so clenched 
that the nails pierced her tender skin, she paused in 
her walk of the room, and confronting the trembling 
Judge, told him her story, in her own impassioned 
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way, and denounced the yengeanoe of Almighty 6od| 
upon the system by which her own life was a desola- 
tion and a curse, and the happiness of millions of his 
creatures only a mockery and shame. Then exhausted 
with her own violence, she sank down by the ude of 
the bed, and buried her face in the clothing. 

Her appalled listener, though half petrified by her 
frenzy, stole a peep at her heaving bosom, (which 
seemed as if it would burst its boundaries,) but ^>eech 
was denied him, for his tongue, usually smooth and glib 
enough, refused to wag. 

While waiting for the storm in the mother's breast 
to subside, he strove to interest the child, but Waif- 
wood who had been pale as death daring the scene 
which we have attempted to describe, now stood at 
her side, confronting him alillost defiantly; her faoe 
flushed and angry, and her little hands clenched as if 
to strike him, if he approached. She had evidently re- 
ceived the impression that he was the chief cause of 
her parent's i^idignation and grief. 

In this unpleasant situation. Judge Oascon deemed 
it most politic to withdraw, and he did so with the 
more equanimity (indeed, he smiled at the child's 
earnestness,) because feeling how entirely in his powei;^ 
these poor creatures were. Pausing at the threshold, 
as he was retiring, he said, in the tone gf kindness 
which BO well became him, " I came, Lu, at your own 
request, and with the most friendly feeling, but you 
drive me away in anger. — ^" 

' '^ Oh, no, no I " cried the unfortunate woman, leav- 
ing the bedside and prostrating herself at his feet, as 
she took his hand ; '' pardon mc, my friend, my bene- 
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&ctor I I would not blame you : do not think it. Bat 
what is to become of me ? How shall I find my hus- 
band i My husband I they have deomved me in all the 
rest, why not as to him, also ? It mnst be so I" and 
she arose with a look of despair : ^^ they have not seen 
him — they hare not seen him — they do not know 
where he isl If he etUl live, he may be married to 
another, or at least be entirely indifferent to my un- 
happy fttel" 

Again she paced the room in a distracted manner, 
her long hair, hanging like a darjc cloud about her 
neck and shoulders — a symbol of the gloom npon her 
heart. 

** Do not give way to these feelings my dear girl,** 
was all that Gascon could say. Impotent words I 
Surely, silence were better I 

^ Oh, it was a cruel fraud I " cried Lu, in a tone of 
pathos '^ that pierced to the old man's heart. ^* It was 
cruel, bitter cruel I" she repeated, and sobbing 
violently hugged to her breast poor little Waifwood, 
who with eyes full of tears was ruefully regarding her. 

^ Dear mamma, do not cry any more 1 " pleaded 
the child. •* Why do you take on so ? " 

'^ Alas I my precious one," replied Lu, gamng upon 
her cherub &ce with melancholy fondness, ** you are 
fatherless!" 

*^0h no, dear mammal Is not Ood my father, 
and yours, too? He will take care of us; I am sure he 
will. There, mamma, let me kiss away your tears ! " 

^ Tou shall go with me to my home," Oascon at 
length found words to say. *^ It shall always be your 
home, if you will." 
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^' Oh DO, no, no I '' cried Ln, gratefblly ^* I will not 
be a burden to yon, sir." 

" On the contrary, my dear girl," he rejoined, "it 
yoU be a pleasure. Ton can be of seryioe to me in a 
thousand ways, and live like a lady, too. Even the 
little beauty in your arms will help me paas away 
many a tedious hour, and when I am old, she phall 
smooth my bed when I am weary, and lend me her 
arm when I take my walk. Oh," he added gaily, ^I 
presume we shall make a very happy household I" 
And the Judge belieyed what he sud. 

Looking encouraged and grateful, Lu thanked him, 
and said that for her child's sake, she would accept 
the home he offered, until she could make other ar^ 
rangements. 

" Good I We will start for my plantation, imme- 
diately. The bills for your new clothing, which that 
rascal Collier has left unpaid — ^" 

"Is it possible?" interrupted Lu, looking rather 
blank, and coloring with mortification. 

" Oh, never mind about it I give yourself no uneasi- 
ness," said Gascon, a little ostentatiously. " Fortu- 
nately, I have an abundance of cash, as well' as real 
estate, and I will pay the bills with pleasure. No 
thanks, I beg of you. I now regard your happiness 
as my own peculiar care. Tou may want to disburse 
a little money to the servants, and for other purposes : 
here is my purse. Use it as you please." 

Full of grateful sensibility, Lu again thanked him, 
but declined upon the ground that she had no use for 
money. 

"Here, Goldfinch I" said the Judge to the child, 
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who, witb a smiling face, was timidly approaching him, 
(for she, too, felt thankful,) ** Give this purse to your 
mother. Ton were going to fight me a little while 
ago, ha I ha I ha ] ^' (and he laughed good-humoredly, 
while the shamed Waifwood hung her head,) '' but 
donH feel badly about it: we shall be the best of 
friends, by-and-by, I have no doubt." 

Our little protege, however, also excused herself 
from taking the money, and, facetiously calling them 
a couple of obstinates, Judge Gascon bade them good 
bye for a little while, and went away. 



CHAPTER XLTL. 

09 THB OOKTIKSXTT. 

Let qb dow ascertain what had really become of 
the missing husband of La. Oar limits will not admit 
a relation of all his adventares once he left so abruptly 
the paternal abode. Indeed, we- mast pass jthem by, 
as briefly as possible. We will only refer to their re- 
sult, and proceed to others nearer home. 

Proud-spirited (as all but the poorer dass of 
Sonthemers are,) Gale shunned, in the North, any as- 
sociation with those who would have cheerfally aided 
(and the more promptly because he was from soath 
of Mason and Dixon's line,) his endeavors to become 
an artist ; and for a few months, he dragged out a life 
of the direst poverty. An attic room in New York, 
furnished and cared for, at a dollar a week, was his 
home, and a sixpenny loaf^ divided between the morn- 
ing and evening meals, was, for a long time, his sole 
subsistence. Both his residence and his manner of 
living being a secret, no one of the thousands that 
daily thronged the multitudinous wilderness could 
have so much as dreamed that, that genteel, fine-look- 
ing young fellow, with the pensive yet haughty air, as 



ON THB CONTINENT. 867 

he walked along Broadway, was in point of fact, 
(animally considered,) less comfortably fed than any 
slave upon his parents^ plantation. Tet physical want 
was the least of the sufferings which he so carefully 
concealed from observation. The begger to whom he 
was compelled to deny the coveted shilling, and give 
an ill-afforded copper in its stead, would turn away 
either in silent disappointment, or grumbling remon- 
strance, and poor CaJe, cut to the quick, would ex- 
perience a &olish mortification and sense of poverty 
hard to describe and still worse to endure. And then, 
to say nothing of the intellectual wants suggested by 
booksellers' windows and library advertisements, and 
the numerous exhibitions of the Fine Arts, none of 
which he could gratify, it was despicably hard to have 
to look closely after his washerwoman's bills, and to 
suggest to his landlady, from time to time, that her ac- 
commodations were filing below the standard agreed 
upon, ifec. 

HLb chagrin, under these petty vexations, produced 
in him a reticence of manner not at all conducive to 
the making of new fiiends and acquaintances, and the 
advancement of his pecuniary interests. He had a taste 
for architecture, and the walls of his garret became 
covered with designs for country villas, churches and 
public buildings, which he drew for his own amuse- 
ment; They had merit in them, and with study and 
more practi|^ and (quite as indispensable,) a tact for 
propelling himself into notice, his plans would have 
found their way into bricks and marble ; but this good 
fortune was not for his carving. 

Somebody found out, however, that he was a 
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clever draughtsman, and gave him now and then an 
order, from the compensation for which he was en* 
abled to save enough to pay his passage to Europe, 
whither he went not with the mere desire to see and 
study the notable placdb and the works of art of which 
he had heard so much, but with the rather desperate 
idea that if it was ordained that he should starve, 
that consummation had better happen to him as far 
away from home as possible, that none who had known 
here should suffer a single regret at his &te or drop a 
hypocritical tear over his grave. In short, like many 
young adventurers upon the sea of life, he inwardly 
repined at the rebuffs he received from unfeeling for- 
tune, and fell into a misanthropic way; a disease, 
compared to which, the measles is quite a sensible 
ailment. 

He labored under the impression that his child was 
dead, and his wifQ a lunatic, in better care than he 
could give her ; hence, he had no tie, he thought, to 
retain him in America. A good fit of sea-sickness is a 
great revolutionizer, and it acted like a charm upon 
the stomach and brains of Cale Wright. The passage 
was a long one, and the young man, had ample time 
for reflection, resulting in sundry resolutions as salutary 
as the breezes which now began to renovate his physi- 
cal system. Most prominent among these was a de- 
termination to work, and to get something more than 
a living, though it should take twenty hours a day to 
accomplish it. 

Arrived in London, he was so fortunate as to find 
a publisher who was in want of a sketcher of American* 
scenery. He served this man in various ways for 
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nearly a year, aad was then enabled to proceed to 
Florence and Rome. There he feasted his love of the 
Fine Arts for several weeks, and made the acquaintance 
of so!ae American painters, who only knew him, how- 
ever, as a ocmnoissenr from New York. As he never 
fdluded to his Southern origin, it was naturally in- 
ferred that he was a Northern man; and on more 
than one occasion at the meetings in the artists' 
etndios, Cale found himself battling against the pecu- 
liar institution of his country, with one or more defen* 
ders of it from the free States. In general, nearly all 
his hearers agreed with him, for slavery in a republic 
is regarded every where but in our boasted ^' land of 
liberty " as the most preposterous of paradoxes, yet 
the projectors of the new Southern Confederacy have 
the hardihood to assert that a democracy cannot be 
perpetuated upon any other basis than slave labor I 

From Florence, Cale went to Rome, to examme its 
graceful antiquities, and study its magnificent archi- 
tecture, and to paint it, if he could* He imag- 
ined, that he could execute something creditable, for 
an amateur, but before he had labored long, he threw 
down the brush in despair. A priest saw the dis- 
carded canvass in Cale's room one day, with its face 
to the wall ; and brought it to the light. There was 
a huge big daub of black paint in the middle of it — 
the result of a petulant blow, in which its owner 
had embodied his emphatic condemnation of its claim 
to live. Whether it was that the dingy blotch relieved 
the faulty portions of the embryo picture, or that the 
visiter was inclined to flatter, I cannot say, but certain 
it is that he protested that it was a shame to spoil the 
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best Ootbic door that he had seen for a twelvemonth ; 
and expressed a wish that Cale would restore and 
finish it. 

Be-assored by this unexpected praise from a man 
of reputed learning and taste, our friend took another 
look at the painting, and fanded he saw in it beauties 
of fore-shortening, and shading, not apparent to him be- 
fore : so he went to work to retrieve and perfect it 
The priest — ^a Jesuit — called when it was done, and 
expressed entire satisfaction with his work. This led 
to an intimacy, equivalent to friendship* Father 
Alfonso had been a great student, but of all his ac- 
quirements, there was nothing that he seemed to enjoy 
so well as his thorough knowledge of the details of 
Gothic architecture. He saw in that system almost a 
conjugal union of grace and beauty with grandeur and 
sublimity ; symbolical of the excellences of the religion 
of which he was an ardent though unostentatious dis- 
ciple ; ^d he could dilate upon it with the enthusiasm 
of a poet. Gale's mind was well inclined and trained 
to take fire from the sparks scintillated by the fi&ncy ot 
his new friend, and he studied earnestly to fix upon 
canvass what the other painted so glowingly in words. 
He achieved a success ; at least the Jesuit, and his 
friends, praised the work unsparingly. Erom his sub- 
limations of Gothic architecture, it was but a step, for 
the priest, to the glories of the andent faith, of which 
the grandest structure in Home was only a monument ; 
and, adroitly enough, he managed to exdte in the 
skeptical Southerner an interest in the Roman Catholic 
religion. In short, young Wright became a convert 
The antiquity, an8 vast learning and influence of the 
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Jesnits, were the themes which Father Alfonso next 
yentared to recommend to the attention of his protege, 
and akilfnlly illustrating his topic by quotations from 
history and the traditions of the church, he infused 
into the mind which he was now moulding at will, a 
profound admiration for the intellectual power and 
achievements of the followers of Ignatius Loyola, and 
his pupil conceived an irrepressible desire to become 
one of them. This he could accomplish only by join- 
ing the priesthood, and Father Alfonso (rejoicing in- 
wardly in the fruit of his labors,) readily consented to. 
prepare him for the important step. 

If any critical reader should regard so great a sum- 
mersault as this, from the extreme of skepticism to the 
bosom of ** Holy Mother Church," as too improbable, 
even for a novel, I can only remind him that it is a 
poor rule that wont work both ways ; and it is well 
known that ilothing is more common than defections 
from that moss-covered institution to the ranks of the 
anti-chnstians. Gterman infidelity, itself, is a fungus 
from its decaying trunk. 

The oelibacy inseparable from the priesthood 
would have rendered it impossible for Cale to ac- 
knowledge his wife as' such, if she should be, by any 
means, under providence, restored to his arms ; but 
that was an event which he believed he had not the 
slightest reason to anticipate. Indeed it was this con- 
viction, and a settled sorrow at heart caused by his 
loss of Lu, that reconciled him, he thought, to a mon- 
astic separation from the world. 

Thus, while poor Lu, deceived by the misrepresen- 
tations of the pseudo friend of her husband, was fondly 
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expecting their blissful re-anion, he was steadily ad« 
vancing to that consummation which would make an 
impassable gulf between them. 

At this critical juncture, there was an interposi- 
tion,— shall we call it providential ? As the the French 
say, nous verrons : — ** We shall see*" ' 

One day, the lodgings opposite to Cale's, previouslj 
occupied by an intensely ugly package of skin and 
bones (a deyout spinster who had come up<»i a pil- 
grimage-to Rome and given it the finishing touch by 
going up and down the famous stiurs upcm her knees,) 
rejoiced in the advent of a tenant of an entirely dif> 
ferent pattern — an Italian countess; poor, perhaps, 
but proud, and as irresistible a creature as ever added 
by her loveliness to the gorgeous beauty of the seven- 
hilled city. She was the paragon of the Italian 
Yenuses, and so devout I Our firiend could have 
sworn she was as immaculate as she was incompar- 
able. He knew it, for one morning, unseen by her, 
he knelt at the same shrine in the cathedral, and unin- 
tentionally overheard her utter orisons that were fra- 
grant with piety. Besides, Father Alfonso whom the 
fascinating Florentine (for such she was,) had adopted 
for her confessor since her arrival in Rome, spoke of 
her as a model of Christian virtue. 

The Countess was not slow in reciprocating the 
handsome American's good opinion. In short, she 
conceived a passion for him, and the two having, been 
introduced to each other by the managing priest, (who 
had enlisted her persuasive powers, in aid of his own, 
to keep Cale true to his holy project,) she had ample 
opportunity to make large drafls upon his admiration. 
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all of which he honored at first sight. Soon, a pro- 
test came. *^ He was going too far," she said. *' She 
feared," (and here the long silken lashes drooped and 
she sighed,) ^* he thought more of her than the holy- 
orders which he had promised to assume. He must 
pause in time. It was her sacred duty to bid him to 
beware of a fault of which she confessed herself HOt 
entirely free." She blushed like her own sunset sky, 
and hung her head, as ^he made an admission so in- 
toxicating to the excitable Georgian. Still, he strug- 
gled with the Circe, and in the solitude of his chamber 
turned for aid to the Holy Mother. As he rose firom 
his knees, and went involuntarily to the window, he 
Baw the beautiful Countess at hers, and in tears. His 
vanity whispering that they were for him, his good 
resolve stepped out, and passion entered into full pos- 
session of the premises. 

Father Alfonso, little dreaming that his instrument, 
the fair Florentine, was over-reaching him, had left 
Rome for a few days : precious time, which she made 
the most of. 

She did not say so in so, many words, but in many 
artlul ways, let the American know that she loved 
him, yet preferred to suffer in silence (woman's most 
desperate condition of sorrow,) rather than avow a 
passion at war with her sense of duty. 

We have' said, that the young man's vanity was 
flattered by the impression which he had invc^untarily 
made upon this fine woman : we ought to have added 
that his benevolent sympathy, also, was upour her side. 
He could not bear to see that magnificent creature 
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suffering for his sake. Was it not natural, then, that 
he should seek to console her? 

The nupti^ tie is not fashionably regarded as in* 
.dispensable in such cases, in some cities upon the 
Continent, but Cale was what the Southerners call 
** the very soul of honor," and he would have revolted 
at-the idea of driving any undue advantage from his 
conquest. He observed that the Countess no longer 
indulged as formerly in conmiendations of hi^ project 
of joining the priesthood : on the contrary, an inter- 
view rarely passed without either open strictures or 
disparaging insinuations from her ruby lips against the 
" holy orders." 

On one of these occasions. Father Alfonso (who 
had returned to Rome sooner than was expected,) 
glided into the Countess's apartment as noiselessly as 
a shadow, and, in a few moments, as silently withdrew. 
Had the love^ seen him, they could not have failed to 
notice the consternation which even his well-truned 
visage could not conceal. 

*' Traitress ! " he muttered between his teeth, as he 
descended the stairway. 

He had heard enough to know tha.t she had taken 
advantage of his absence to undo his almost executed 
scheme of making his American proselyte a priest, and 
he shrewdly inferred, that her motive was the appro- 
priation of his vacillating pupil to herself. Undoubt- 
edly, he vowed to be revenged upon her. CerUun it 
is, that he took our friend to the opera-house the next 
evening, and, when the second act was on, maliciously 
pointed out to him a rather indifferent singer as being 
no other than their friend the Countess. 
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Tliere were many performers on, at the time, and 
Cale had not observed hen 

** Gracious heavens 1 " exclaimed our countryman, 
in an undertone, to the wily Italian, '^why is the 
Countess there ? This must be some freak of hers I " 

"Oh, no;" replied.the priest, smiling blandly, for 
for he was enjoying a triumph now : " she is a mem- 
ber of the company." ' 

" Tou don't say so I " iterated Cale with manifest 
astonishment and chagrin, for it pitched his goddess 
from her pedestal at a single blow : " I have never 
seen her here, before I " ^ • ^ 

" Because you come rarely, and as her services are 
not always required, (for she is not a &vorite,) you 
have not happened to be present when she has been," 
was the reply. 

" But she never said a word to me upon the sub- 
ject ! " rejoined Cale. 

"Why should shu?" the Jesuit asked, and slyly 
rolled his tongue in his cheek. . 

Wright colored, and stammered out something 
about its being natural. 

" It is not always considered in good taste to speak 
of one's occupation," was the response, " and until the 
Countess attains the top of her profession, she will not 
be likely to air it much in the presence of strangers. 
Come along with me: I will take you behind the 
scenes ; for I am confessor to the empresario, himself, 
and have the pass." 

"Excuse me I" replied our friend, ihstinctively 
shrinking from letting his inamorata know that he 
had discovered a fiict of which she desired he should 
be kept ignorant. 
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'* If 70a have never been upon the stage,'* .said the 
priest, ** you will meet there with mach that will be 
Qoyel to you." 

Upon this plea, Calebs scruples were satisfied, and 
he aeoompanied Father Alfonso without farther objeo* 
tion ; resolving, however, to avoid a recognition by 
the Countess, if possible. 

Taking a position ^' at the R. H. U. £.'\ under the 
shadow of one of the " wings," where they were con- 
cealed by the blue and. black dominoes which they had 
assumed, appropriate to the masked ball which made 
the scege, they had a good view of all the characters 
of the stage. 

" Yonder," said Oale, " is the Countess : I know 
her by her majestic figure." 

*' Who is he that walks with her ? " inquired the 
Jesuit, innocently. 

'' I have no idea," was the response ; ^' the black 
mask he wears completely conceals his &ce." 

** Perhaps it is her patron, the Duke," suggested 
the priest. 

There was an asp under the words, and Cale was 
stung to the quick. He uttered an angry exclamation, 
involuntarily, then turned away in disgust The peoa- 
liar smell of the stage was, he fi&noied almost stifling, 
and remarking that the atmosphere of the place seem- 
ed reeking with moral pollution, he suggested, to the 
priest that they should withdraw. 

Without appearing to be in the least inimical to 
the Countess, Father Alfonso had now succeeded, he 
thought, in destroying her influence over his pupil, so 
he made no effort to detain him longer, but bade him. 
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flmilingly, good night, Baying that he would himself re- 
main to suggest to the empressario some desirable reforms 
for religion's sake. 

When Wright parted from him, he did not observe a 
pair of dark eyes watching him as he carelessly removed 
bis mask, and tamed from the motley scene upon the 
stage. 

** Betrayed I»» she mattered to herself. ** This is that 
accursed Jesuit's work ; but I will be revenged." 

Making a stride forward as she spoke, her impulse was 
to follow the object of her love, but he was retiring 
hastily, and she changed her mind. 

As- this brace of foreigners have nothing more to do 
with our story, we will leave them, very much as we 
would two quarrelsome vipers in a cage to sting and 
poison each other ad libitum^ after their own fashion. 

Cale, of course, easily recovered from the impression 
made upon him by the fascination of the serpent-woman. 
He was constituted with a capacity for reciprocating 
affection sincerely manifested by a loveable creature, but 
with the first evidence of any diminution of the senti- 
ment in the object, his passion would suddenly cool, and 
bis offended amour propre assert its power again. He had 
met with but one heart, that he could swear was true, and 
she was truth itseIC She was the pure gold^ the virgin 
ore ; unoontaminated, unalloyed, priceless. Why had he 
not treasured her ? why had he not defied the scornful 
world, and listened to her entreaties for acknowledg- 
ment, while their marriage was yet new, and Lu was in 
her right mind ? Such were the reflections that came to 
him again and again, as he lay prostrated by an intermit- 
tent fever contracted near the Pontine Marshes. What 
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a devoted nurae she would be to him then, had he pre* 
served her, as he might have. done, from those long, 
dreary days of neglect and nights of exposure in the wil- 
derness of the Cherokee, while the child of their ill-star- 
red love was struggUng within her for deliveraooe. The 
thunder>bolt whioh had stricken her down, and left her in 
helpless idiocy, had been more merdful than he ; for his 
love had only served to render her condition of slavery 
utterly intolerable, and her heart entirely wretched, hot 
the heaven-sent shaft, in destroying her mind had brought 
with it total forgetfulness of the past and a happy uncoo- 
sciousness of present sorrow. Six years, had passed since 
then, six years of loneliness, broken only by the transient 
passion with which he had been inspired hy the beautiful 
Italian, and of which he was now heartily ashamed. 
^ Poor Lu !" he sighed, ^* I suppose, that like her child, 
she sleeps at length the sleep that knows no waking. In 
this land we might have lived happily ; her education and 
talents would have made her respected. As it is, my 
wife is my artr— henceforth, I am devoted to it alone." 
And it was even so. With recovered health, Cale re> 
paired to Romci and gave all his attention to painting. 



CHAPTER XLm. 

THB BIOE PLANTATION. ' 

JuDGS Gascon had had a verj difficult role to play. 
He had got more than he had bargained for. He had 
caught a Tartar. The Bpider is seldom hampered by 
bis own net, but the eminent and venerable son of 
South Carolina — the jurist, scholar and rake — was: 
he had paid the almost fabulous price of eight thousand 
dollars for a slave, only to make her his mistress ; and 
she had beoome such, not in the sense of the term 
that he had anticipated, but in that higher and sterner 
sort which confers power without compromising 
honor. In short, the old aristocrat was helplessly, ay, 
hopelessly, infatuated by his insane passion for Lu, and 
there was not a scarred back upon his plantations 
more galled than was the proud master's heart, at 
times, by the frowns of the poor bond-woman, a bill 
of sale of whom he carried in his pocket. 

How many times he had looked at that evidence of 
his purchase, and iterated to himself, *^ She is mine I " 
But the time had come for him to doubt it, and one 
day when she had soomfuUy repelled his advances and 
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defied his power, and he feared to do anything with 
her, lest she should hate him utterly, he flung the hill 
of sale upon the ground, when she had gone, and 
stamped upon it as a vile and worthless thing. 

^^ Accursed paper,*' he muttered, ^*you are an 
arrant liar. Tou seem to make that woman mine, but, 
by heaven, I am the slave, not she i " 

It was true. In making over to him her body, the 
instrument made no conveyance of her spirit. That 
it was not in the bond was a rather important omis- 
8ion,as she had a good deal of it, and its control over 
her person was paramount to the paper evidence of 
proprietorship, or even to the power of the sheriff and 
his posse: for could she not die in spite of them? 
Other means being lacking, she could starve herself to 
death. She had said as much, and her ^^ master" had 
begged her to be "reasonable, which was equivalent to 
showing the white feather. In fine, he allowed her to 
have her own way, and to rule supreme over his 
household ; happy if she but smiled upon him as she 
presided at the coffee-urn, or rewarded him with a 
pleasant word of acknowledgement when he did a 
good thing for her child, or, at her request, for any 
other deserving creature upon his plantation. 

This household of which Lu was made the mistress 
contained no acknowledged relative of its lord and 
master. There were, it is true, a number of young 
domestics bom and reared upon the place, who claim- 
ed exemption from the insalubrious labors of the rice 
fields upon the pretence, that, owing to more or less 
" white " blood in their veins, they were physically un- 
fitted to do work that only the unmixed breed could 
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perform, and Burvive a idngle sammer; bat if we 
were to attribute the parentage of all the hybrid 
«^ humans,'' born upon a plantation, to the owner, we 
should represent him as ^^ worse than a Turk." Some 
allowance must be made for the license used by his 
sons and neighbors, and even for what he may regard 
as the largest measure of hospitality to ^' the sti-anger 
within his gates." 

There were, too, an unusual number of good-look- 
ing yellow girls, acquired from time to time, by pur- 
chase. Of course, among so many, the work was light, 
but the less they had to do, the lesii they were willing 
to $ choosing rather to idle away most of the time in 
arraying themselves in gewgaws, or in quarrelling, in a 
small way, with each other. The insolence of these 
persons was remarkable, considering that Uiey were 
iherely slaves, but familiarity often breeds contempt, 
and if they were offensively careless in their deport- 
ment even in the presence of their master, he had 
only himself to blame for it. For all the licentious- 
ness upon his platitations, he alone was answerable, 
and when, now and then, he found among the friends 
whom he visited a well-ordered, virtuously-conducted 
household, and wondered that such discipline could 
exist without any show of force, he could easily have 
satisfied himself, that the conduct of the slaves is rege- 
lated, in a great measure, by the example of those in 
authority over them. Upon his rice and cotton plan- 
tations he employed nearly a thousand hands: to a 
considerable extent, their moral training was in his 
charge ; but what had he done for their spiritual well- 
being ; their welfare beyond this life ? actually noth- 
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ing. On the contrary, how many of his ^ favorite ** 
slaves will testify against him at the last day I Their 
wrongs were greater even than those^ of the poor 
creatures who died, prematorely, from excess of work 
in the cotton-picking season, or by the deadly malaria 
and damps of the rice-fields. 

It may be easily imagined that La's position over 
such a hoasehold as I have described was anything 
bat agreeable. No x>ne had told the diwaestica that 
she was a slave like themeelves, but they seemed to 
have inferred so, instinctively, and regarded her with 
jealous and defiant eyes, ^e could be Inrave, gene- 
rous, self-sacrificing, but not politic, and she made do 
effort, either to command or conciliate. In the hoase- 
hold, without being unkind, she was uncongenial, and 
it was only with the sick and decrepid, in the huts, 
that her good qualities were at all appreciated* 
Amongst this, needy class, Lu moved like a minister- 
ing a°g^9 and she became one in their grateful regard^ 
The rudest and most stupid sbves live upon the 
rice plantation, (if that can be called living, which 
full of privations and exposure, results in premature 
decay and death,) but they are not insensible to syn^ 
pathy. 

In her visits to the diseased and superannuated, Lu 
was accompanied by littie Waifwood, who took 
pleasure in reading to them from the Bible, which some 
of them were glad enough to hear. Then, too, she 
would often run to them with littie nourishing messes, 
or medicaments, prepared fi>r them by her mother. 
It required some self-denial on her part, at times, to 
( ay them these attentions, for she was very much in* 
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' terested in coloring engravings ; an oocnpation in which 
fihe manifested so much precocious talent, that Judge 
Oasoon awarded her much praise, and helped her, all 
he could, to attain proficiency. She had become a 
favorite with him, both on this account and for the 
kind offices which she performed for his negroes, and 
he took pride in owning her. One day when looking 
over her shoulder, as she sat in the big chair with 
paper and pencil in hand, he discovered a design 
which he thought ori^nal and full of humor, and he 
declared, with a smile of pleasure, that his little Gold- 
finch was made for an artist, and, if money could hire a 
good teacher, she should have one. 

^ Where in the world could the little witch have 
obtained an idea of a scene so droll as this ? '' he asked, 
as he held the drawing for Lu's inspection. Lu looked 
up from the shirt which she was making for him, and 
glanced inquiringly at her child* 

^^ I saw one just like it, once, when I lived with 
mammy Dinah," exclaimed* Waifwood. **Our dear, 
good Major drew it. That's him, there, with the 
paper and the pencil ; and that, oh that's," (and she 
burst into a little laugh,) ^ that's our old Orowler up in 
the chair 1 He was a bear, don't you think I And 
he loved me dearly ; only sometimes he would push me 
t>ver, which was real naughty in him. This fkt 
woman is mammy, and this is me. (I was little then, 
you know.) That there is Burrow, my woodohuck ; 
and here's my rabbit. Oh, he was a darling I It's all 
as the Major drew it for me. Dear me, how I would 
like to see them all I I wonder if they don't miss me ? 
Oh, I know they must." 
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She had rattled on thaB far, almost without taUiig 
breath. As soon as she paused, the Judge, whose 
curiosity was excited, began to question her, and in 
her artless waj, she gave him, scrap by scrap, all that 
she knew of her life in the forest. 

Gascon was interested and thoughtful. That this 
lovely and gifted child, bom in the wild franchise of 
the woods, free and happy as the birds, should be a 
slave, became from that moment an anomalous and re- 
pulsive idea to him. For the mother's condition of 
bondage he had little, if .any, sympathy ; for was she 
not bom and grown in it ? The heart, that would be 
pained at the trapping and imprisonment jof a robin, 
feels no regret at the caging of a canary. So the 
Judge determined that there should be good things in 
store for his Goldfinch, as he called her, uid he fore* 
shadowed them in this wise. — 

*^ Lu, had.Cale Wright any taste for drawing ? ^ 

Receiving an affirmative reply, he continued, 
'^ That accounts for the talent displayed by GoldfinoL 
It must be cultivated. I will see that it is. She shall 
enjoy every advantage. The weather is becoming 
warm, and we have remained quite long enough 
among these insalubrious rice swamps. To-morrow, I 
shall leave for my cotton plantation near Abbeville. 
It is near Georgia, and quite as healthy. I had no in- 
tention of having you remain here : you shall go with 
me, both of you." 

** But what will poor old aunty do, without mef ** 
asked Lu in a deprecating tone. 

^^ As she did before you came,'' replied the Jndge, 
coldly ; the person alluded to, being a superannuated 
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neffreBSj long ago worn oat in his service, and now 
likely to die very soon. 

•• I could not leave her as she is,'* rejoined Lu : 
**and she takes so much comfort in Waifwood's 
reading I Then, too, there is Cannic John, as they 
call him — ^^ 

*^ Mechanic John, they mean,'' said Gascon, inter- 
rupting her ; ^* what of him ? He has more mechanical 
skill than any nigger upon the plantation : and whether 
it is the buildiDg a boat, or repairing a watch, or any- 
thing between the two, I would as soon have him to 
do it as any white artisan at the North. Is he sick ? '' 

**Tes,'' replied Lu, ^Hhey say he has not been 
himself smce you sold his wife to the New Orleans 
merchant.** 

^^ What a fool I " exclaimed GkMCon, impatiently. 
Then after musing a few moments added, '^ Confound 
the fellow, I had no idea he would take it so to heart : 
I will buy Jenny back again, if that will restore him. 
What do you say, Lu ? " 

*' I doubt if it will make him any better," replied 
Lu. *^ She can never be to him what she was. Waif, 
you may go and show your picture to John.*' 

The child gladly obeyed the mandate, which the 
mother 4iad given in order to get her out of the way 
of a conversation not adapted to her ears. 

When the little one had run out, Lu told Gascon 
that it was notorious upon the plantation that the New 
Orleans gentleman had purchased Jenny for her 
good looks. 

*^ They are mistaken," rejoined the Judge. ^* Marr 
was my guest. I made a political wager with him, and 
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the stakes were one nigger against another. We hap- 
pened to be taking a look at a rice-field where Jenny 
was at work, and it was by the merest acddent tlnit 
Marr pointed to her as the slave he would choose if he 
should win. I lest and he has the girl, and a very 
easy time she will have of it. I sent a substitute to 
John's cabin — ^a younger and more likely giri : what 
£Giult has John to find with her ? " 

*^ She has a lover of her own," '* and cares so little 
about John that she is not fit even for a mere com- 
panion.^ As a nurse she is worthless, for she cannot 
make so much as a^bowl of gruel." 

The Judge smiled, and was ** sorry," — ^provoking 
Lu to an indignant protest against the cruel indif- 
ference which he had manifested in the welfare of four 
human beings whose happiness he had staked upon an 
idle wager. 

He retorted sarcastically, that she, herself cer- 
tainly had a claim to a fellow-feeling with such 
creatures. 

*^ Tou have the audacity," he added, *^ to accuse 
me of cruelty to my negroes 1 Are they not well-fed, 
and if any of them go half naked, is it not their own 
fault? Do I work them beyond their strength, or is 
the lash used half as much upon my plantation as on 
my neighbors ? " 

** Tes, you do work them beyond their endurance, 
or rather your overseer does," retorted Lu, vehe- 
mentiy : ^' they come of a stock unaccustomed to toil, 
for in the land of their forefathers the rich soil yields 
its fruits almost spontaneously : therefore, this inces- 
sant work in swampy fields that are covered with water 
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half the time, is unnatural, and it diflcourages and wears 
them out. Ton are liberal in supplies of clothing, 
which in this climate is a burden to them : and there is 
no lack of food, and, at night, good housing. — ^" 

*^ I give them holidays, too," said the Judge, m- 
terrupting her; ^^ and when too old to earn so much 
as the salt of their porridge, I make them pensioners 
upon my bounty. What would you have me do 
more?** 

<«I would hare all you slave-holders treat your 
slayes as if they were human beings, or at least half- 
human ! " exclaimed Lu, almost fiercely. 

^ We do 1 " replied Gascon, laughing ; (and allud- 
ing in irony to the political status of the slaves,) Consti- 
tutionally, they a^ three-fifths human." 

** They are, then, only two-fifths cattle I " retorted 
Lu in the same tone. '' Tou admit, by implication, at 
least, that they have a litde over half as much love 
and sensibility as yourselves, yet treat them as if they 
had no more intellectual desires, and social and do- 
mestic ties, than your horses I The affections, which, 
among the whites, you regard as too pure and holy to 
be tampered with, are nothing in your esteem when 
they animate the bosom, and sweeten the toil, of a 
slave 1 I tell you. Judge Grascon," she added, in a 
denunciatory manner, as she arose firom her chair, '^ it 
is all wrong, it is all accursed; and you will find 
your soplustry, in defence of it, as rotten as cobwebs 
when you shall offer it in extenuation at the bar of 
Judgment 1 " 

The warm blood glowed through the nut-browo 
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complexion of Ln, and her black ejes flashed in ih^ 
dark hollows, as she spoke. 

^' By Jupiter Ammon ! " cried the Judge, *^ Though 
yon know too much for a slave, and speak too boldlj 
for one in your position, your enthusiasm becomes yon, 
my beautiful sibyl 1 " and before she could avoid his 
open arms, he clasped her in his embrace impnisivelf 
and strove to kiss her. 

Indignation and rage will make even a weak wo- 
man strong. It was so with Lu. Pushing Ghiscon 
from her, she smote fiercely, with her clenched hand, 
the lips that would fain have taken her own by storm, 
and commanded him to stand back. He was not bo 
lost to manhood as to return a woman's blow: indeed, 
to do him justice he thought her rashness excusable, 
though in very bad taste and decidedly injudicious; 
besides damaging to false teeth. 

He had seized the wrist of the offending hand, 
however, when a loud outcry of shrill female voices in 
front of the house caused him to drop it and go quickly 
to the window and open the lattice, to discover the 
cause of the alarm. The mulatto girls were screaming 
at the top of their lungs, in helpless fright, and point- 
ing towards the river, which could be plainly seen 
from the piazza. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

▲ CHILD-HBBOIHB. 

A DBBAD of Bome accident to her ohildi impeUed 
La to rush forth, and, hurrying over the Bhell-paved 
walk, and under the fragrant orange trees, to run 
directly to the muddy stream, which (pleasant enough 
for alligators and snapping turtles, but offering any- 
thing but a pleasant bath for children,) she had often 
cautioned Waifwood, was no fit resort for her. 

Nor would the little one have gone thither ; but on 
her way to the cabin of '^ Cannic John,'* she saw a 
child of his playing so near the edge of the small pier 
to which her father's boat was tied, that she was im- 
pelled to run to her and remove her out of danger. 
She was too late, however : the young one fell in be- 
fore she could get to her. Two yellow girls arrived 
at the place in time to see Waifwood Jeap into the 
water. With a cry of terror, instead of running to 
lier assistance, they fled to the house and gave the 
alarm. 

The brave Waifwood had not stopped to ask her- 
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self how Rhe should get out of the river; she only saw 
the little darkey rise to the surface, with a piteona 
face, and hands extended to her for help: so she 
yielded to a natural impuke, and jumped in. 

She had often frolicked in the Nantahalai a swifter 
stream than this, which was thick and sluggish, and 
she was not frightened, until the litde one, clinging 
about her neck, drew her under. Then, as she rose 
again to the surface, and saw the bright sky above her 
instead of the turbid waters, she ejaculated *' God help 
me to save Zady 1 " and took courage. 

When Lu, followed by the two girls and their 
master, in the distance, came to the end of the pier, 
pale as death and almost breathless, she found our 
little heroine clinging with one hand to the boat 
which was tied there, while, with the other arm she 
clasped the crying .child. In a minute more, Lu had 
them both upon the shore, safe and sound, and not 
much the worse for their ducking. Of the two, Wuf- 
wood had experienced the most disadvantage, her 
nice clothes having suffered some ; which was not the 
case with littie black Zady's, as all she had in the wide 
world were at home in her sick &ther's humble cabin; 
her new mother not caring enough about her to dress 
her up in them, except on holiday occasions. 

Consigning John's chUd to the care of the girls, 
Judge Gascon bore off Waifwood in triumph ; heaping 
praises upon ber conduct, and promising her not only 
a far prettier dress than she had spoilt, but many 
valuable advantages, the nature of which he vaguely 
hinted at, but declined, at present, to disclose. 

Nothing could have happened better calculated 
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than this inddent to ay^rt for the present, at least, *^ a 
permanent rapture of peaceable relations " between La 
and her nominal master. Eandness to herself weighed 
little with her, but Ui praise, and be kind to her child, 
was the way to her heart. She was conscious, that the 
Judge thought a great deal of Waifwood, and it re- 
conciled her to remain for the present under his 
charge. Nevertheless, she had no intention of accom- 
panying him on his journey to his cotton plantation, 
nor would she consent to her daughter's going. She 
was not unmindful of the danger of their destruction 
by the malaria of the rice-swamps during the sunmier 
which was close at hand, but she mentaUy argued that 
as life had for her only pains and penalties, (and the 
wounding of the spirit which is far more difficult to 
endure than mere bodily torture,) it was not worth her 
while to take any trouble to preserve it: nor could 
she lose it in a better cause than in alleviating the 
sufferings and ministering to the comfort of the sick 
and the superannuated, upon the plantation, to whom 
her care seemed indispensable. 

Stem, as it nuiy appear to the reader, Lu had a 
certain dread of her daughter's out-living her. If she 
had ever possessed any hopefulness, it had gradually 
been crushed out; and she could foresee nothing 
bright or cheering in the future of W^wood. It was 
possible, that, through the patronage of Judge Gascon, 
her nominal owner, the childhood of her darling might 
be rendered comfortable and even happy ; but what • 
was likely to be her fate when her beauty, already re* 
garded as extraordinary, should mature into youthful 
womanhood ? 
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The anxious heart of the poor mother was tortured 
by the reply which thrilled like a wail across its aching 
chords, and there came to her pale lips the bitter 
words, ^*It were well that she should die young.** So 
she resolved that Waifwood should ngt accompany her 
master if by any means, however, desperate, she could 
prevent iU Possibly she may have thought, too, that 
the proximity of the rice plantation to the sea was 
jnore favorable to their escape than a home in the in- 
terior would be. It b likely she may have known that 
slaves sometimes effected their transit to a free port 
by secreting themselves on board of the vessels of the 
Northern coasters. At all events, she turned a deaf 
ear both to the command and the entreaty of €rascoo. 
Believing her attention indispensable to the recovery 
of his most valuable mechanic, John, and fearing that 
she would put an end to her own existence if he should 
take either her, or her child, away by force, the Judge 
concluded that, on the whole, it was best to let them 
remain where they were : consoling himself with the 
reflection, that his nephew, (who had not been made a 
•foreign secretary, but a consul at an Italian port,) had 
left behind him his affianced bride, and she would be 
more practicable. 

Notwitstanding the disparity in their ages, he 
could pass, he thought, a very pleasant summer with 
her ; a few weeks at Abbeville and the remainder at 
the White Sulphur Springs in Virginia, and Nahant. 

Before leaving, he was kind enough to call upon 
the invalid slave-mechanic, and after expressing a re- 
gret at his situation, gave him a few dollars. He 
had a farewell word, too, for several old negroes, male 



A CniLD-HBROINB. 808 

and female, who had been left to him many years be- 
fore by his father ; and as he sat in his oarriage, he 
tossed a handful of silver coini^ a group of importu-. 
nate yellow girls, who in times past had enjoyed his 
^' favors." His foreman had suffered twenty or thirty 
of the most serviceable field-hands to take a stand where 
they could see him pass, upon his way to Charleston, 
and when, with one accord, they shouted *' Good bye, 
massa! " and threw up their dilapidated hats (which 
constituted the larger share of their clothing,) the 
Judge smiled graciously, and directed the obsequious 
overseer to give them a holiday. Whereupon, they 
clieered more lustily than before, and cut up many mad 
antics : one excitable young negro, going so far, in his 
wild enthusiasm, as to turn half-a-dozen '* cartwheels," 
as the feat is called, and finish off by casting himself 
down, under the horses, in order that the wheels 
might pass over him ; which indeed they did, without 
doing him any apparent injury. 

What stranger, witnessing those parting scenes be-, 
tween the venerable South Carolinian and his slaves, 
could have entertained a doubt of the patriarchal 
beauty of the peculiar institution ? 

Proceeding to Charleston, the Judge was hospi* 
tably and even joyAilly received by Rev. Mr, Dnprez, 
the Huguenot clergyman and his family ; and after he 
bad sojourned with them for a few days, the daughter 
accompanied him to Abbeville. 

Meanwhile, Lu Wright, relieved from his demands 
upon her attention, was still more useful than she had 
been, to the necessitous creatures to whom she ad- 
ministered. 



894 WAIPWQOD. 

The sQinmer, vhicb siicoeedeci, was more sickly 
than nsaal. Added to the customary diseases of the 
season, a fatal epidemro raged in South Carolina and 
(Georgia, and the mortality was rapidly rendering the 
gpraveyards so many colonies of the dead. The long, 
dark Spanish moss, hanging like mourning weeds from 
the limbs of the forest trees of the ** Palmetto State," 
was never more appropriate. Dame Nature, herself 
aeemed widowed. 

The rice country fared badly, and no white man 
who could get away from the plantations, remiuned to 
encounter a disease so deadly. Judge Grascon's slaves 
enjoyed no immunity from the sickness, and matay of 
them became its victims. An unspeakable fear brood- 
ed upon, and almost palsied, every heart. No ; there 
were two persons upon the phmtation, who moved 
hither and thither among the ranks of fallen men, 
women and children, unterrified : they were Lu and 
Waifwood. The former, as I have said, had no horror 
of decease, and the latter was too young to know her 
own danger. As long as strength lasted, the mother 
and child, in defiance of the mortal shafts which death 
was winging to so many hearts around them, con- 
tinued their visits and attentions to the sick and 
dying. 

The reckless girls and men who had cared little 
for Waif wood's Bible-reading previous to the epidemic, 
now listened gladly as the almost angelic creature, in 
lisping accents, proclaimed to them from the inspired 
Word the grace of God for the penitent, and the way 
to die in the hope of a blessed inunortality through 
the atoning blood of Jesus. She had learnt to Aug 
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flome sweet bymns — the ** Year of JubSee,'* and others— 
and the huts of the poor slaves often resounded with 
the pious melodies. 

Catching some of the inspiration of the little evan- 
gelisti John, the mechanic, grew strong in religions 
ardor, and believing it to be his duty to bear witness 
to the faith that was in him, arose from his sick-bed, 
one Sabbath day, to preach the Gbspel to his fellow- 
slaves. The black man was not merely an ingenious 
worker in wood and metals : he could read and write, 
and had a command of language and persuasion, that 
rose to the heights of eloquence, under the divine 
afflatas of Christian zeal. Addressing from the piazza 
of his master's house, the slaves who had gathered to 
enjoy the novelty of a *' sarmint from Cannic John," 
he astonished them by his knowledge of the Scriptures 
and his skilful application of certain passages to their 
conditions of bondage and sin, and the visitation of 
God's anger in the epidemic which was scourging the 
plantation, as a warning to them to ** flee from the 
wrath' to come." Speaking under the influence of 
strong emotion himself, it was impossible for their 
susceptible feelings not to sympathize with him. 

The appeal went home to their trembling hearts, 
and when Waifwood at the dose of the exhortation, 
assisted' by Lu and the preacher, sang the hymn, 
**Come ye weary, heavy-laden," the indications of 
penitence were such as only negroes can express with 
an extravagance of manner that would be ludicrous 
but for its evident sincerity: and when the services 
were condnded, many of the little congregation of 
slaves, who had now witnessed, for the first time. 
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upon the plantation, the public worship of God, shook 
Cannic John (ever afterwards called " Preacher John,**) 
by the hand, and begged him to hold forth again in 
the afternoon. 

From that day forward, Judge Gascon's plantation, 
instead of being as it had been, one of the moat de- 
moralized places in South Carolina, grew to be one of 
the most religious and orderly ; and though the mas- 
ter did not liye to witness it, his heirs reaped no small 
advantage from the change. The Sabbath, there, be- 
came better than a thousand common days to the 
poor bondmen. John continued faithfully to dispense 
the bread of life, for many years. I recollect his 
preaching, with pleasure, and the hymn-singing of his 
congregation is among the most agreeable of my 
*' musical ^ memories. 

A few weeks after the Judge had left the rice- 
plantation, when the cares of her position were rapidly 
increasing, Lu received from him a letter, written os- 
tensibly to obtain from her a report of the condition 
of afiairs upon his estate, but really containing all he 
wanted to say in a postscript, wherein he solicited her 
to leave that 'unhealthy locality, and come, with her 
child, to Abbeville. She replied to the request for a 
report, but made no response to the postscript A 
few days later, and a far more tender missive came to 
her from the same source. The venerable lover re- 
presented that she had become indispensable to bis 
happiness, and if she would accompany him, ho would 
pass the remainder of his days with her in Paris, or 
some other continental city, and she should have her 
freedom, and live like a lady. Her reply to this offer 
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was an indignant refasa!, couched in sncb terms as led 
him to close the correspondence, and to entertain to- 
wards her a feeling of deep resentment. 

It will be seen, in the sequel that he carried that 
feeling within him, to the day of his death. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

"it IB AN ILL WIND, Ac.** 

Mt tour of the oonntiy, (to which I haye alluded 
in a previous chapter,) had led me, early in Julj, as 
far as Abbeville, in a comparatively healthy district in 
the north-western part of South Carolina; enjoying 
considerabb reputation for the intelligence, refine- 
ment and aristocratic character of its principal inhabi- 
tants, and offering natural attractions far superior to 
those of the eastern, coastwise portion. My friends, 
Warren and Jerdan, of Georgia, had often urged me 
to visit that region of their nativity, and while I was 
in Washington, induced me to accept at their hands 
letters of introduction to several gentlemen, amongst 
whom (as luck would have it,) Judge Gascon was one. 
Calling at the residence of the latter, I found it to be 
a mansion quite creditable to his good taste and liberal 
expenditure ; resembling, in its beautiful groves and 
parks, some of the baronial estates in £urope, yet not 
finer, I think, that many that I have seen in the more 
cultivated portions of the northern states. The ap* 
proach to the house from the road was by a gravelled 
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walk, through a grove of mingled orange and fig*i 
trees. It was only one story high, bat covered con- 
siderable groand, and was surrounded by a deep 
piazza, which was partially trelUsed and ornamented 
with grape vines in full bearing. 

The Judge was absent, (I was informed by a young 
gentleman, in a white linen suit, whom I found, novel 
in hand, swinging in a net-work hammock, under the 
front piazza,) having taken his departure, a few days 
before, for Georgia. 

" My letter of introduction may as well be left with 
you, sir, though it is too late to be of service," I re- 
marked. "I presume you are a relative of Judge 
Gascon?" 

" No, sir ; only his private secretary," he replied, 
quickly turning out of the hanunock, and opening the 
letter; then bowing deferentially and extending his 
hand, (while a glow of welcomt illuminated a coun- 
tenance a shade darker than Lu's, though he was a 
white man,) he exclaimed, '* Major, you are a thousand 
times welcome! In the absence of my principal, 
suffer me to do the honors. Hannibal, Hannibal ! 
come here." 

This call was responded to by the appearance of a 
fine old colored gentleman — a slave, who acted in the 
oapadty of butler. He, tpo, was very smiling and 
gracious, yet with an evident consciousness of the 
dignity of his master and the responsibility of his own 
position, especially upon the coming of a visitor. My 
arrival made at least a ripple in the dull monotony of 
their quiet household. Guests are god-sends to all such 
establishments, and even my good steed, Jack, was 
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made the- honored companion in the stable of a stad 
of horses, whose groom boasted that two of them were 
brothers to the great " Bascomb," and " Ozark," and 
two others were sired by the famous northern stakes- 
taker, "Postboy." 

If I had been a doke, the secretary and the house- 
hold over which he reigned viceroy, could not haye 
treated me with more attention ^ though I have not a 
doubt that the bigger the title the greater the pleasure 
would have been to them, for their pains. ' 

The secretary informed me with evident gratifica- 
tion that the following day being the Fourth of Joly 
was to be celebrated in the village by a magnifioent 
public dinner, at which only citizens of the highest re- 
spectability would be present; and he would procure 
me a ticket It was hoped that John C. Calhoun, 
himself would be there ; but he felt safe In warrant- 
ing speeches from sweral of South Carolina's most 
eloquent sons ; amongst them, one or more, members 
of the Convention which had formed Uie new Con- 
stitution. 

The gredt national holiday dawned upon Abbeville 
without tiie customary noise of cannon and bells, re- 
commended by John Adams ; from which I inferred 
that the patriots of the place were not very enthusiastia 
At the dinner I looked for a more grateful remem- 
brance of " the day we celebrate," but did not see it. 
There were present about a hundred gentiemen, ooni!- 
posed evidendy of the oligarchy ruling the State. The 
great staple of southern conversation, Cotton, (usually 
excluding science, philosophy, literature, social pro* 
gress, and everything but politics,) was now tempo- 
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rarily oyeralaughed by the momeDtous topio of the 
SouUi Carolina interpretation of the Federal Com- 
pact, and the determination of all ruling minds, in the 
State, to defend its sovereign rights against even the 
shadow of a doubt, and to hurl defiance at all who 
caviled at their dogma. Their emeute, in 1832, had 
been squelched by the iron hand of Andrew Jackson, 
and they had tacitly subsided into outward conformity 
to the nfitional laws, but though the volcanic crater 
ceased to pour forth fire and flame, there was hot lava 
in the heart of it, still, and what with the agitation 
caused by the State Convention and the excitement 
created by John Quincy Adams' defence of the ijght 
of petition, in Congress, the haughty and irascible 
spirit of South Carolina was at the fever heat. 

Such was the temper of the dinner assemblage on 
the Fourth of July, 1 837 or '8, in Abbeville. A copious 
flow of champagne mellowed it in a degree, modifying 
its savageness into a somewhat jubilant tone of defi- 
ance, which aflbrded all the point there was to the 
speeches and sentiments of several Hotspurs who had 
grown up at the feet of Calhoun and Rhett and the 
rest of the prophets of the Palmetto State. It was 
evident, they were thoroughly satisfied that South 
Carolina was the bravest and noblest commonwealth, 
on this continent, and though every other State should 
sink, *' she, in her glorious freedom and true indepen- 
dence was destined to grow more and more chivalric 
and sublime, to the last syllable of recorded time.'' 

I put the last words in quotation marks, because I 
found them upon a ragged morsel of note paper in my 
hat, when I took it up at the conclusion of the festival. 
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For a better reasou than its burden of florid senli* 
ment, I have preserved that little scrap of paper to 
this day. Its interest to me was in the fragment of a 
letter, written in a female, hand upon the other side of 
it| wherein, as I was about dropping it upon the floor, 
I saw the name of Lu mentioned« *' Could it be the 
Lu I sought?" Crushing the paper in my hand, I 
left the hall and detaching myself from Qascon's sec- 
retary (whose condition, like that of many others 
present, was such as to render a bed or sofa very de- 
sirable,) I repaired to a room where I could examine 
the torn document, unnoticed. 

The toast had been written upon the fragment with 
a pencil, probably at the table, in the height of the 
festival, by the person to whom the note had been 
addressed, and dropped accidentally, or thrown down, 
by him upon leaving the room, and fallen into my 
castor. - Be that as it may, the other side bore the 
following fragment of words and sentences.— 

** given me a hottee-ke^^er 

er upon a conditio f I. I had 

gance in paying euch a price 

for the girijLu {though 1 have 

ehe is invaluable) and I told him 

• e not fetch half that price if put tip 

there declared she should be shortly 

to the highest bidder and if not sold 

nd dollars, she should be mine to begin 

he return from his consulate. Enclosed 

your authority to selL No one teiU buy 

ount her as good as mine. You wiU give 

a pair of horses, and father a house, and * 

correspondents will unite to me eU Aug * * 

lam nearly weU but not so strong as* **J* 
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This was all that I could obtam from my precious 
scrap of somebody's correspondence. That it was of 
deep concern to the mother of Waifwood, I had no 
doubt, but neither the name of the writer, nor that of 
the person to whom the letter had been addressed, 
was to be found upon it. I returned to the dining- 
room, hoping to find another piece of the missive, but 
without success. I inferred however, that as the 
writer was to be addressed at Augusta, Lu, also, 
might be in that city. Who could her owner be? 
Was her child with her ? Had the sale, alluded to in 
the letter already occurred ? These were my mental 
inquiries, to which, of course, there was no satisfactory 
response. 

Returning to Judge Gascon's elegant residence, I 
awaited, impatiently, the return of the fuddled secre- 
tary ; with no idea, however, that either he or his em- 
ployer, had any knowledge of the object of my solici- 
tude. As the young man had treated me with so 
much ceremony, himself, I thought it due to him, that 
I should not depart without biddmg him farewell, in 
person : besides, I felt now that I should have a use for 
my letter of introduction. However, as he did not re- 
turn that night, and had not made his appearance in 
the morning, I took my leave of the venerable major- 
domo, Hannibal, at an early hour, and started for 
Augusta, Georgia ; a very pleasant little city about one 
hundred and twenty miles, by rail, firom Charleston, 
South Carolina. 

If I had found the latter city very unhealthy, the 
former was still more so. Augusta, usually a healthy 
place enough, was now suffering piteously from an 
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epidemic, closely resembling the yellow fever. Friends 
in Charleston had remonstrated with me against my 
journey. Go, rather, they said, to the mouitains, to 
the North, to sea— any where bat to Aagnsta. My in- 
centive to proceed, however, had been greater than 
my fear. Indeed, I regarded myself as almost sick- 
ness proof. I own, though, to a feeling of sadness as 
I passed through the almost deserted streets, whose 
grass-grown pavement the numerous China trees 
never shaded with fuller or more verdant foliage. 
Most of the stores upon the main road were closed, or 
tended mainly by negroes. 

I stopped at the house of a friend and knocked at 
the door. No one came to answer my summons. 
While I still wuted, a private carriage was driven up 
to the front, and a colored fellow who had rode upon 
the box with the driver, jumped down and opened the 
door of it. A tall, lank, sedentary-looking personage, 
in a black suit and white cravat, then emerged from it 
and, after a tremulous look at the dwelling, ascended 
the steps. Recognizing the colored boy from the car- 
riage as a servant of my friend's, I inquired anxiously 
about his master's fiunily. They had aU gone, he 
said to the Sand-Hills — a less unhealthy place, two or 
three miles distant ; leaving his affidrs in the hands of 
a gentleman, who, though well enough the day before 
was now sick in the house, with not a soul to' attend 
him. Past the help of a doctor, as he thought, he had 
sent for a clergyman. 

The latter bowed to me, stiffly, and pulling up, 
very carefully, a white mufBier which he wore, followed 
the negro through the hall, to a room where the sick 
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man lay. But he did not enter: he was too cautious 
for that. Holding his hand to keep the tainted atmos- 
phere of the apartment out of his nostrils, which were 
not shielded bj his cloth, he thrust in his head a little 
way and speaking through the muffler, said '^ Sorry, 
sorry ! must ^o to the hospital." 

''No, Fll be bagged if he does 1"" exclaimed a 
stalwart, burly man, pushing him aside with an oath, 
and entering the room. 

^' A pretty minister of the Oospel you are, sir, to 
come here with your noseJn a clout, afraid to enter 
where your duty calls you 1 " he added, "go home ; 
Fll take care of this man. He shall not go to the 
hospital." 

" By what authority — ^ said the discomfited min- 
ister, falteringly, and paused ; for he was interrupted by 
the strong man. 

"I am William Gumming, Mayor of Augusta," 
stud he; whereupon the clergyman incontinently 
stumbled back over my feet and hurried to his 
carriage. 

" I would go at once," said I, " to my friend Mr. 
Roberts, this poor fellow's employer, and bring some 
aid to him, but I have no conveyance." 

"Stop that carriage!" exclaimed Cumming, and 
ran to the door, "Mr. Mulkin," he shouted to the 
reverend gentleman who had just seated himself "I 
will trouble you with a passenger." 

" Not the sick man I " exclaimed the sham phUan- 
ihropist, aghast. 

"No; but this gentleman," siud Gumming, points 
ing to me, who now stood by his side upon the walk 
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** will ride with you tx> the Sand-EBlls, to Mr. Roberts' 
residence and send me a noi^e for the poor fellow, 
in-doorsf- whom yon shun as if he were an imbodied 
pestilence : to your shame be it spoken. Get in, sir,'' 
he added, pushing me gently into the vehicle, *' and 
come or send back as soon as yon cati. I will do 
what I can for the uck man until then, bnt I have 
many others to care for, and must get away, in ao 
hour if possible." 

Then closing the coach door, and bidding the 
colored man upon the box to drive with all his might, 
the energetic functionary hastened back to the patient, 
whose life he was afterwards mainly instrumental in 
saving. 

I saw and heard much of this remarkaUe mayor, 
subsequently, during the prevalence of the epidemic, 
and conceived a high opinion of his humanity, fear- 
lessness, and efficiency in the discharge of his duties 
both as a nuin and a magistrate in that season of the 
plague." While other fled affiighted and dismayed — 
many deserting even their own kindred — ^William 
Cmnming remained not only without dread, but ap- 
pearing, by his exposure to the disease, even in its 
worst haunts, to defy its power to attack his iron 
constitution. 

Nor did his indefatigable labors to arrest the 
epidemic, and relieve its victims^ seem to wear him 
out. It was said, that the only sleep he got 
during that terrible period, was in his chair at night 
in the belfiry of a church where he kept a look-out 
for fires. 
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Mayor Gamming was a native Georgian, and an 
honor to a state, wbicb, though it has had its share of 
able men, and good people generally^ never pro- 
duced a truer Howard, or a hero worthy of a^iigher 
place in her history. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

AK ILLUSTBIOU8 TIGTIX. 

Upon leaviiig the hoose into which the humaoe 
magistrate had returned, the carriage in which I was 
a passenger, rattled over the pavement at a rapid rate, 
precluding by its noise any conversation between me 
and its reverend proprietor, if we had been so in- 
clined. Not a word was exchanged, until, upon ar- 
riving in front of a handsome house upon the outskirts 
of the Sand-Hills, our attention was attracted by a 
little, gray, weasel-&ced, active old gentleman, with 
nothing upon his head but a pair of spectacles which 
he had thrown back upon its bald and shining top. 
Standing at the side of the road over which we were 
dashing at a stiff pace, he shouted to us to stop. As 
he had both hands raised, and gave other indications 
of the pressing importance of his message, I bade our 
driver to ^* hold up,** and he reined in his horses, as 
quick as he could. 

«« Doctor Mulkin," said the old man, coming up 
almost out of breath, and bowing, ^^ you will be most 
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weloome in the house. .Jadge Gascon, of Sonth 
Carolina, 70a know isiiere, sick. To-day he is worse. 
I have just drawn his will, which he wishes some re- 
spectable gentleman to witness. All have deserted 
the house, except Miss Duprez, (his niece I believe 
she is,) andr she herself is ill again. It is a fearful 
time — ^terrible, terrible, sir I " and the notary wrung 
his hands, so expressively that it made the timid man 
by my side tremble with fear. 

" I — ^I — ^I can*t stop now, Mr. Lucas," he stam- 
mared. ^^ I am acting under the Mayor's orders. I 
have a most imperative conmiission. Have got to go 
to Mr. Roberts' and hurry with all speed back to 
Mayor Cumming. A case of life and death, sir I " 

** That gentleman, then," said the notary, pointing 
td me, " wiD perhaps do us the favor ? For Ood's 
sake, sir ; for the sake of humanity, sir; get out and 
come in to our assistance I " 

** Do, my good sir ! " chimed in the clergyman, 
*^ and I will hasten with our message to Mr. Roberts, 
who shall call for you when my driver shall have 
dropped me at my own residence, which is but a little 
out of the way." 

" I readily complied, not only because it was Judge 
Gascon who implored help, but from the natural 
impulse to aid a fellow-being in distress ; and, leav- 
ing the carriage to proceed upon its way in safety, 
followed the quick-stepping lawyer into the infected 
dwelling. • 

Mr. Lucas had not been literally correct in Sliying 
that all the family had either died or deserted. 
Through the open door of a chamber I saw, as we 
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wait bj it, an aged negress fiumiiig the flies from a 
pale-looking young lady who was propped up in ad 
easy chair. It was Miss Daprez, (the notary sud,) 
attended by old aunt Rosy. Pasrfng on, Mr. Lucas 
conducted me into another apartment, from which a 
fetid smell proceeded ; assuring me of the presence of 
disease. • 

There, upon a richly famished bed — his head and 
shoulders supported by pillows, lay a haggard but in- 
tellectual-looking old gentleman, writhing at the mo- 
ment nnder a sharp pang of the sickness which a£> 
flicted him. 

^ It is Judge Gascon,** said the notary to me, and 
went to his assistance. Dr. McFarlane, of New Or- 
leans, had given me some idea of the symptoms and 
proper treatment of yellow-fever, and I took tSo 
liberty'to put what little I knew to good use in the 
Jndge^s case. Soon, through the free use of brandy 
and fiiction« I had th^ satisfaction of rallying the p»> 
tient out of a collapse into which he was fiJling when 
the spasm subsided ; and by oontinuing the rubbing,. 
all over him, (by no means neglecting his lower limbs 
and feet,) in the course of an hour I had imparted to 
him so much electricity from my own healthy system, 
that he appeared like another man. 

Then, I informed him who I was, and how recoitiy 
I had been entertained at his residence, at Abbeville. 
He had heard oi me, he said, through his Washington 
friends ; and, with a politeness of lAanner not common 
in sick-rooms, expressed bis pleasure and gratitude 
at my presence .and prompt service in his hour of need* 
^' Would I witness his signature to a will which his 
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old friend, Mr. Lucas, liad drawn at his request ? " 
Of oonrse, I conld offer no objection. 

** Major/* said the invalid, *^ I am a thousand times 
your debtor. Suffer me, now, to request you to leave 
me alone with Mr. Lucas for a few minutes, but do 
not go beyond call. I may ask your aid in a more 
agreeable sphere than a sick-room. The house is in a 
sad, dusty, condition, I fear, since such of its surviv- 
ing inmates, 38 were well enough to get away, left it ; 
but you will find books and magazines in the Toom 
directly under this, and some good wine and cigars in 
' the side-board, to amuse you. Pray, make yourself as 
much at home as is possible under the circumstances!" 

Descending to the apartment indicated, I saw, 
from the window, the old slave. Rosy, coming from 
the hen-house, with a defunct chicken in either hand. 

^ Oh deary me, deary me I '* she exclaimed, with a 
rueftil face, as I attracted her attention ; ^* dar's two 
more of the fowls done gone dead of de malady I " 
and in confirmation of her words, she held up the 
poultry and pointed to the projecting tongues of the 
feathered victims of the same fatal malaria that was 
killing off the human population. 

**Four chickens died last night, and now here's 
two morel" she cried, dolefully. "Oh what will 
massa and missus do to me when dey comes back? " 

"They will know that the fowls died of the epi- 
demic, and not through any fault of yours, aunty," I 
replied ; but still she took on sorelv as she went away 
grumbling that they had no busmess to die upon 
her hands. 

I was making good progress in the "Pickwick 
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Papers," and a cigar, when Mr. Lacas entered the 
room, and inqoired if he should trouble me to go for 
nurses — one a male and the other a female — ^for the 
sick people up-stairs. The renmant of the Musgrove 
fiunily when they departed so abruptly, had left be- 
hind them two capable persons to take care of Judge 
Gascon and Miss Duprez, but unfortunately one of 
those attendants had since died of the fever, and the 
latter had robbed the house and decan\ped, with no 
fear of pursuit. Aunt Rosy had remained fiuthful, but 
she had as much as she could do in the kitchen. 
^ Would I be BO good as to take some pains in the ' 
matter?" 

^^The Judge has a high esteem for you, sir," 
fidded the notary, and wishes to confer with you to- 
morrow in relation to an important commission which 
he desires to entrust to a responsible and judicious 
person. In the meantime, I will remain with him until 
you shaU have taken this letter to Dr. Eve, and brought 
the nurses whom he may recommend." 

'^ Is there any conveyance better than these ? " I 
mquired with a glance at my feet. Lucas smiled, and 
replied, that there was a horse and saddle in the 
bam. 

" That will do," I rejoined, and was hurrying out 
of the room when he remarked that I might meet Dr. 
Eve on the way. ** He is a tall, slim man, with a 
studious, absent look, and rides a white horse." 

I was soon mounted and on my way to Augusta. 
In front of my friend Roberts' city residence, where I 
had met the Mayor, I saw a lank, white Bucephalus, 
a little the worse for wear. Alighting and gobg 
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in, I fonnd Roberts and Dr. Eve at the bedside 
of the poor salesman, who now seemed to be doing 
pretty well. 

My fiiend was glad to see me, but leaving him 
with his clerk, I drew the Doctor aside and delivered 
the letter. He shook his head^ ^adly as he finished 
reading the hasty scrawl, and told me that it was 
almost impossible to obtain what I was in quest of; so 
great was the demand for nurses, and so few the 
number whom fear had not unfitted for the duty. 
However, he would give me the address of half a 
dozen, to whom I might apply. 

Taking down the names he mentioned, I lostr no 
time in visiting their residences, or rather, I should 
say the residences of such as were still living ; for two 
of them had died since morning. The others were 
either already engaged, or unwilling to accompany 
me, at any price. My offer of ten dollars a day for 
their services, was no temptation: so overpowering 
was their fear of the disease. Unwilling to return 
unsuccessful, I crossed the river which divides Georgia 
from South Carolina, and pursued my quest in 
the little town of Hamburg. After losing some 
hours there, I was directed to the cabin of a poor 
white family some mUes beyond. It was sun- 
down, but, resolved to acconiplish something, I pushed 
on, and at nine o'clock, at night, reached the house 
designated. 

To my unspeakable astonishment, the first object 
that met my sight as I entered the homely dwelling, 
was my old friend, McClure, sitting at a table, upon 
which a corn-dodger and a coffee pot were smoking, 
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alongmde a platter of *^ chioken-fixens," from wbidi 
the good woman of the hooBe was filling his plate. 
Nor was his snrprise and joy less than my own. 

After a most hearty greeting, and the interdiange 
of many questions and replies, I sat down to the re> 
past with him, and we partook of the frogal &re with 
f gnsto good to see. 

He was on his way to Charleston, to transact some 
business relative to a large amount of money which he 
had in bank, there. He did not like to a^mit it, but I 
suspected that his reason for making the journey upon 
horse-back, was his want of confidence in the safety 
of either railroads or steamboats. The locomotive, at 
that time a novelty in the 'South, (comparatively a 
new thing to the whole country. Indeed,) he regarded 
as a piece of machinery strongly illustrating the reck* 
less daring and temerity of the fast race which had 
come forward since his day; and he was free to say 
that he did not think it just to tiiat £Edthful animal, the 
God-created horse, to oust him from the track to 
make way for a man^nade ^ steam-ingine." 

It was so lata and the night so dark, that I 
easily persuaded to share the only spare bed there ^ 
in the house with the old hunter; the landlord and 
his wife promising to accompany me to the aid of 
Judge Gascon in the morning. 

After aU' had retired to rest, McClnre and I ccm- 
yersed freely relative to our mutual experience since 
we had parted. In regard to Lu and her child he ap- 
peared to be satisfied that they had been entrapped 
by old Wright, and either sold, or carried away by 
them to Kentucky, where the Squire and his wife had 
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been making a protracted visit amongst their owh 
relatives. 

''Howsever,'' added McOIare, «< little Waifwood 
may not be lost to ns, yet. Suthin' tells me you will 
find her, Major, and I want yon to take keer o' the 
money I have in the bank for her. It wonld be a sin 
for me to touch a cent on't. Fm monsas sorry jo9 
can't go along with me to Charleston to help me fix 
the business at the bank, Major. Maybe Lu's thar, for 
aU that gal in Augusta has writ." 

** Can't you postpone going thither for a little 
time ? '' I asked. ^ It is very sickly there, as well as 
in Augusta, and yon had much better stop in some 
more healthy place, on the route, for a week or two ; 
or even return home, and take a fresh start when the 
epidemic shall have abated.'' 

** Oh no, thankee. Major: Fm as tough as a pine- 
knot, and shall do well enough," ^e rejoined. ^' But 
FU call on you at Augusta, on the back-track, and 
trust to your keer my stifkit of possit, I beheve you 
call it" 

^Certificate of deposit, J presume you mean," 
sfudL 

"Yes," he rejoined "that's it. Good night, 
Major;" and turning to the log wall, the old man 
fell asleep. 

In the morning we breakfiisted and parted ; MoOure 
going eastward, and I heading towards Augusta, fol* 
lowed, in a rickety old open wagon, by our host and 
his wife. 

Before reaching the Sand-Hills, we passed not less 
than eight funeral processions, besides a number of 
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wagons the appearance of whose burdens indicated 
that thej, too, were bearing additions to the city of 
the dead : (one of the sanitary regulations of that 
period requiring that those who died of the epidemic 
during the night, should be buried as early as practi- 

gble the next morning ;) and it was with something 
:e a dark presentiment — ^though I despise such no- 
tions — ^that I stopped in front of the almost deserted 
dwelling of the Musgrores, where, notwithstanding his 
great wealth and social position, they, who had usually 
been almost obsequious in their attentions to their dis- 
tinguished guest, had, in their cowardly panic, aban* 
doned Judge Gascon to the care of hirelings. 

Why should my heart sink within me as I alighted 
from my horse, and conducted my two companions 
into the house ? I had left the Judge in a very prom- 
ising condition. Alas ! my fears were prophecy. Mr. 
Lucas approached me, with a subdued manner, and in 
a sad tone said, as he grasped my hand, ^^ My dear 
sir, you are too late : Judge Ghu9Con is dead. It is 
hardly an hour since he breathed his last ! '* 

*^ My God," I cried, ^* is it possible ? I hoped for 
his recovery." 

He appeared in a hopeful way throughout the 
night," rejoined the notary, ^^ and conversed a great 
deal with me in regard to his affidrs, and some minor 
matters dear to his heart: giving in the meantimCi 
some important directions, and frequently asking if 
you had returned. (Tou will learn. Major, by-and>by, 
how great a regard he had conceived for you.) Fa- 
tigued by my protracted watching, and professional 
service at his bedside, I had fallen into a doze, about 
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daybreak, when I was aroased by a cry, or groan, and 
starting \o my feet, found the Judge in a state of 
collapse. I did my best to save him, but alas 1 1 lacked 
your large supply of vitality, and he died such a death 
as I pray God I may never again witness. Impotent 
to help him, all I could do was to hold before his de- 
spairing eyes my little crucifix and recommend liis 
struggling soul to the intercession of the Holy Virgin : " 
and crossing himself as he concluded, the good Roman 
Catholic gentleman led the way into the cliamber of 
death. 

I will not sadden the heart of the kind reader with 
a picture so terrible: at its ghastly reality, the 
man and his wife whom I had brought with me, fled 
from it, appalled. I took little heed of their retreating 
footsteps, and when I saw them, a few minuter later, 
departing in their rickety old wagon, without a word 
of £Eu:ewell, I was not sorry. A longer exposure of 
their health would have been superfluous ; one of their 
intended patients being past aU human aid, while the 
other (Miss Duprez,) was on her way to South Caro- 
lina; her friends having removed her, that morning. 
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*' So, Judge Oascon died at smiset P " I remarked to 
the venerable negress, as she placed apon a iittle table 
in the library, a browed fowl and a plate of bread, 
alongside a smolung nm of coffee, for my refreshment. 

*^ Tas, sar, I reckon 'twar 'bout «mrise," she r^ 
plied, with a sigh, *' but I 'low I was so full ob grief 
for de chickns, dat I didn't tuck no notice, adsackly. 
Oh, massa] (and she burst out a-orying,) four more o' 
de chick'ns died, last night 1 What will, oh what will 
missus say, when she kirns home i " 

" Never mind that, aunty," I rejoined, ** but take 
this fowl away. My apatite for poultry, this mom- 
iug, has all gone." 

With a lugubrious shake, of her head, the poor 
soul removed the dish, grumbling, as she went, that 
she supposed, ^* de gemman's appetite will kim back, 
when dar am no more chick'ns, and den dey'U scole 
old aunty." 

When she had retired, I opened a letter which was 
handed to me by the benevolent little man, Lucas, as 
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he was leaving the house for the purpose of procuring 
a leaden coffin, in which to have the corpse sealed up 
for removal to the Judge's estate at Ahbeville, where 
we presumed it would be more satisfactory to the re- 
latives and friends of the deceased to have the burial 
take place. Having both leisure and inclination for 
the service, I had gratified the notary by volunteering 
to attend the remains thither. 

** Tour humane ofier," he remarked at the time, 
<< accords well with what the Judge said of you when 
conversing so freely with me while we were both de- 
luded with the hope of his recovery. * While,' said he, 
* old friends (and even my house-keeper,) neglected my 
demands upon their attention in this emergency, this 
young officer, until to-day almost a stranger to me, 
perils his life to aid me ; and tiiis, not from any hope 
of compensation, or on account of my wealth and posi- 
tion, but, as i verily believe, from the most disinte- 
rested of motives. Nevertheless he shall be rewarded. 
Take up your pen again, my old stand-by, (that's 
what he called me," said the notary in parenthesis,) 
*^ and, to guard against contingencies, write a letter 
from me to him.' I com^plied, and he directed the 
document which you have now in your hand. Bead 
it, my dear Major, and give it, I beg of you, your 
favorable consideration: remembering that it is tiie 
dying request of a dignitary, who with all his faults, 
(and he confessed many to me in his last hours,) had 
many uncommonly good traits and some noble qualities ; 
in short a man who was, on the whole, without a su- 
perior in South Carolina ; and with few, if any, even 
in Virginia, (where, though of Irish descent, I am free 



420 WAIFWOOD. 

to say, I was myself born, and raised.) When I como 
back,'* added the notary, '^ and our arrangements for 
the removal are complete, I will ta*k with yon more 
fully about a matter which you will find alluded to in 
the Judge's communication." 

The little man, with the big heart, had mounted^ 
and rode away, and now over ' my. corn-dodger and 
coffee, I opened the letter and read as follows : — 

^*Mt dsab young fbibnbI 

^'Though I hoDe with God's 
permission, to recoTer from the terrible disease by 
which I am now prostrated, (and which*, but for your 
own kind offices, must have ended my existence ere 
this,) it will do no hurt to put in writing, per hand of 
Mr. Lucas, my emanuensia, what I hope to have the 
opportunity of repeating to you in person. 

** I am aware, from what the Hon. Mr. Warren has 
written to me, that you have a long furloueh, and 
doubt not it can be almost indefinitely extended, or re- 
newed fron^ time to time. Tou are probably at liberty 
then to visit Europe. Have you the inclination? I 
hope so. Let me explain why. 

^ I have a protege — ^you may call her my ward, if 
you like — who, though still a mere child, has already 
displayed a remarkable talent (I call it genius,) for 
drawing and coloring, and even designing ; together 
with a fair taste for music : and these characteristica 
being united with beautv of person and superior mind, 
have rendered her worthy, in my estimation, of such an 
education as shall best contribute to the full develop* 
ment and cultivation of her extraordinnry natural gifts. 

^' Unfortunately, there is a blemish upon the origin 
of this young creature, and with a view to shield her 
from its consequences as much as possible, I think it 
best that she should be educated in Europe, and, per- 
haps, permanently reside there. 
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** Various circnmstances, amongst which is the ex- 
tremely unhealthy condition of the country at present, 
(which makes me fear for her safety,) render it desi- 
rable that her removal should occur immediately. My 
health precluding the possibility of my accompanying 
her, will you, my dear sir, (paraon, I beseech you, the 
liberty I take I) act in my stead in this matter, and 
take the child under your charge to a fitting place in 
Europe ? She is a girl six or seven years oi age, and 
so good and intelligent that she will give you little 
trouble ; and I will supply ample means for what it 
may cost ^ou in time ana money. 

^ I desire that you will use yoilr own discretion as 
to the choice of teachers, studies and locality ; having 
every confidence in ^our judgment to conduct the 
matter satisfactorily, if you will only undertake it. 
And will you not? Bear in mind, I entreat you, that 
it is of vital moment to the life-lonff welfare of one of 
the best creatures that ever breathe<^ the breath of 
life. In the spring or the following autunm, at the 
latest, I hope to be in Europe, and will then relieve 
you of the trust now implidtiy confided to* your care. 

'^Should I be unable to communicate with you 
onHj upon your return from your present humane ex- 
pedition for m;^ benefit,' Mr. Lucas, my attorney, will 
speak further with you upon this subject, and put vou 
in funds to execute this commission with a lilj^rality 
of expenditure appropriate to my wealth, and consonant 
with my hearty interest in the child and Warm perso- 
nal regard for yourself. 

Your grateful fr^d, A;c." 

Without having the faintest conceptioa of an idea, 
that the extraordinary commission, thus thrust upon 
me, concerned her in the least, this letter excited in 
me the most affectionate remembrances of my own 
quondam pet, little Waifwood, and reminded me that 
in the accidentaT crowd of excitbg circumstanceB 
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which had occapied my attention to the exclamon of 
other subjects, since I had entered Augustay I had ne- 
glected to make my intended inquiry after La and 
her child. 

Sorely, smaU as was their daim upon me, it was 
greater than that of the deceased Judge and the pro- 
tege in whom hi^ appeal sdmed to create in me so 
great an interest I True^ a voyage to Europe was just 
the jaunt that I had long wanted- to tgike, and the 
desire had been much increased since an esteemed 
Boston friend, a landscape-painter, (destined to achieve 
fame abroad as well as at home,) had written to me 
that he was about to leave for Florence, with a view 
of establishing a studio and residence, there. The 
usual insuperable obstacle in the way of many was 
mine. My pay, never large, had not admitted of my 
saving much, and since my first trip across, ten years 
previous, I had not been able to bring myself to be- 
lieve that I could afford another tranA-adantic voyage. 
Now, Providence seemed to have thrown in my way 
an excellent opportunity, only to try the sincerity of 
my s^pathy for Lu and Waif wood. 

In the midst of my reflections, while I was again 
inspecting the fragment of letter relating to the poor 
woman, the boiling little notary returned with an 
undertaker. 

In the course of an hour the body was endpsed in 
the leaden casket, and that in a wooden box, and taken 
to the railroad station. 

^^ You are as strong as a giant Major ! " exclaimed 
Lucas, when he had recovered his breath, after the 
exertion of aiding us in lifting thelieavy case into the 
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undertaker's wagon. *^Bat come in; we have some 
important matters to talk over and not more than ten 
minntes to do it in, before yon will have to start for 
the train. What do yon say to the proposal made In 
poor Gascon's letter ? " 

^Really," said I, pansmg upon the piazza, and of- 
fering the good Samaritan a seat, (for I saw that he 
was completely wom-ont by the fatigue that he had 
undergone daring the last forty-eight hours,) ^ I can- 
not decide to accept the foreign commission untU I 
have discharged the trust which I have undertaken in 
regard to the corpse. That will give me time for con- 
sideration. I will accompany it to Abbeville, and 
after passing a day in Charleston return to you, and 
give you an answer: or In case I decline the business 
abroad, will communicate the fact by mail." 

** Bat my dear, dear sir ! " protested the notary, 
^ you must not decline. The funds which the poor 
Judge had with him to defray the expenses of his 
summer tour, (so summarily terminated,) be gave into 
my custody just before he died. The amount exceeds 
five thousand dollars. My instructions are to deliver 
it to you for the joint expenses of yourself and the 
child Waifwood— '^ . 

** Waif wood? " cried I, rising impulsively from tbe 
seat which I had taken by his mde, " Waifwood? 
Surely there can be but one Waifwood in the world? 
Have I at last found her ? " 

Moved by my excited manner, the dear little bald- 
headed old gentleman forgot his fatigue, and rising to 
his feet, gazed at me, in surprise. 

^* Do you know»" he asked, ^ aught of that child's 
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carious history ? She is a daughter of a house-keeper 
upon Judge Grascou's rice plantation. Lu Wright, he 
called her." 

** Thank God, the due is found I" I exdiumed, 
joyfully, ^and Providence has again made me its 
humble instrument to brighten the wel&re of this un- 
happy woman and her child." 

^^'Is it possible that they hold such a place in your 
regard?" cried the well-pleased notary. *^Then I 
may conclude that you no longer hesitate to comply 
with the dying request of Judge Gascon ? " 

>* No, I accept the trust, gladly^" I replied, grasping 
his hand : " but has the Judge made no provision for 
the mother ? " 

*' Nothing to her advantage," replied Mr. Lucas. 
^'Unfortunately she had never taken any pains to 
please him, and in his sickness refused to come to his 
aid. Hence, although he placed an almost fabulous 
value upon her capacity, (as I inferred from much that 
he said about her in his last hours,) he entertained to- 
wards her no little indignation for what he called her 
ingratitude. Offending him with some words in her 
behalf, (though I never saw her,) he avoided the sub- 
ject afterwards, but I believe that it was )ns wish 
that her child should be so far removed from her that 
the two should never meet again, lest the relationship 
should mar his iavorite project for the daughter's ad- 
vancement. But my dear sir ! " cried the little man, 
taking hold of my arm and urging me into the house, 
** you must make ready and be off, or you will be too 
late for the train. I will meet you at the office of Judge 
Gascon's ]i)anker, in Charleston, day after to-morrow, at 
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one o'clock. Here is his address upon a letter intro- 
dacing yoa, and containing a check in Gascon's own 
hand. Yon will readily find ^e place. There we 
will have a long talk together, and consammate the ar- 
rangements by which you will be made the child's 
guardian, and be pat in funds for the expenses likely 
to be incurred on her account. Now come, I don't 
want to hurry you, but you have not a minute to 
spare I " 

In a few moments, I was hastening to the cars, and 
half an hour later jBpeedmg along behind an engine 
through the doleful swamps and palmetto woods of 
South Carolina. 

The first man to accost me, upon reaching Char* 
leston, was my sturdy old friend, with the stalwart 
form and game-leg — I mean McClure. He fairly 
hugged me in his arms, to the great amusement of the 
by-standers. Our hearty greeting over, he informed 
me that I had arrived just in time ; for he was about 
to take the triun for Augusta. 

While I was yet conversing with McClure, near 
the cars, I heard my name called by some one in the 
crowd, and, the next moment, my hand was squeezed 
by a gentleman, whom I immediately recognized as 
my entertainer at Abbeville, the secretary of the late 
Judge Gascon. He informed me, that having received 
intelligence that his employer was dangerously ill, he 
had started immediately to join him. 

" If you do that," I replied, " it will not be in this • 
world. The Judge died last ni^ht of the epidemia 
His remions are in my charge, upon the train which 
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has jnst come in. I wOl now entrust them to your 
eare, to convej to Abbeville." 

Other ps^ssengers had brought the sad news, and 
the shocked secretary saw his own sorpiise and sor- 
row reflected in many countenances ; for while Gas- 
con's vices were Utde, if any known, his good qualities 
and accomplishments appeared to be patent -to every- 
body in Charleston, His decease added largely to the 
general gloom. 

Leaving the crowded depot, through an impor- 
tunate file of colored hack-drivecSy I repaired first of 
all to the Bank in which McClure had already had his 
deposite of ten thousand dollars transferred to my 
name, upon the book-keeper's ledger. Identifying me 
to the cashier as the person who was to hold the 
amount in trust for Waifwood, in consideration of her 
taking the name of Waifwood McClnre, my old frigid 
requested me to leave my signature with the paying- 
teller, which I did, and then conducting him to a 
hotel, left him there, untU I should have bad time to 
present the letter of introduction and credit, which I 
bad been requested to deliver to the late Judge Qa^ 
con's banker*. 

I was unexpectedly delayed by two inddenta, of 
some moment in this history. The banker's fiunily re* 
sided in the building over his office, and as the Judge 
bad been a frequent visitor there, the money-man 
took me up-stairs and introduced me to a very elegant 
« woman and two young ladies, after the same pattern, 
as his wife and daughters, to whom he begged I would 
relate the circumstances of their deceased patron's last 
hours. He then left the room, but at the conclusion 
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of my recital, re-appeared, leading into the parlor, 
where we sat, a neatly dressed and very beaatifal 
child, who looked to be about seven years of age. 

^' This charming yonng creature, sir, was & great 
favorite of the Judge's," said the banker. 

There was no mistaking that expressive counte- 
nance ; it was my dear little Waifwood t And how she 
had grown I 

Almost immediately, the darling recognized me, 
and with an exclamation of joy, ran to the arms which 
had so often held her. 

The ladies, meanwhile, regarded our raptures with 
amazement, and as they knew the child's mother was a 
slave, I have no doubt they thought me more closely 
related to her than the law allowed. My pet and I 
• had much to say to each other, but I remembered my 
waiting friend, and telling the delighted Waifwood 
that I would conduct her to him (with the consult <tf 
the banker, who had received her from the Judge's 
foreman the same morning, to retain subject to my 
order,) we were soon on our way, hand in hand, to the 
hotel where I had left McClure. Then I told my dar- 
liug how rich the generous old man had made her. 

She had already informed me that her mother was 
in Charleston ; having come with her, that morning, 
from the plantation, and gone, with the overseer, to 
the residence of a minister named Duprez. 

^ Mamma wanted very much to have me ^o along," 
said she, as we turned into King street ; then stopping 
abruptly in our. walk, and pointing to a crowd upon 
the pavement opposite, exclaimed, ^'why, there she 
is, now I Let us go to her." 
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Sare enough, there stood poor La, moanted upon % 
block, in front of an auction mart, and at her side, a 
rotund individual talking in a loud, jocose way to a 
number of citizens who stood around him^ within an 
outer circle composed of white and black idlers. 

^^ Oh, what are they doing with mother ? " cried 
Waifwood, in a tone that went to my heart; while 
her countenance, pale and trembling,* expressed pro- 
found alarm, as she almost dragged me across the 
street, towards the place of sale. 

Her exclamation had been caused by the action of 
Lu. A spectator had raised his hand to her breast, 
and she indignantly struck it down, to the amazement 
if not the amusement of the crowd. These people 
were accustomed to see slaves, that were put up 
for sale, manipulated at pleasure by the bidders, and . 
it was the acme of audacity in her, they thoughti to 
resist it. 

*^ Hands oSf gentlemen," said the auctioneer, 
ironically: **this fine piece* of property ought to be 
labelled, like the best fruit at our horticultural ex- 
hibitions. Please not to Handle I '' 

A coarse laugh from the crowd of spectators, 
through which we were trying to urge our way, fd- 
lowed this sally. It made my own blood hot with in- 
dignation, and I presume I was rougher than was en- 
tirely reasonable, as I pushed aside all that stood in 
my way to Lu ; for I heard the ranks, which I had so 
imperiously divided, swear viciously as they closed up 
behind me and the frightened child. " 

Li the half defiant attitude in which she stood — 
her teeth compressedi her lips curling with scorn, and 
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her dark cavernous eyes laminoas with the fire that 
banied in her brain — ^Ln was worthy of a statue. 

** What are the terms of this sale ? " I demanded, 
sternly; addressing the anctioneer. 

^* I ifkven't yet named them, sir," replied that sphe- 
rical personage, briskly. ^* Was about to do so, after 
reciting the good qualities of the girl, which are 
manifold, and very uncommon, sir ; very sir, very ! " 

Lu had not taken any notice of our approach: I 
doubt whether she distinguished any of the faces 
around her. It was as if she looked beyond all these 
mere instruments, and confronted with the courage of 
despair, a mocking spectre invisible to us. 

The auctioneer began to recapitulate the qualifica- 
tions of the valuable chattel now under the hammer, 
but I checked him, and again demanded the terms. 

**You will not be likely to come to them," he 
replied, a little irritated at my manner. ^* They are 
cash down, and I can't receive a bid under eight 
thousand dollars." 

A scornful repetition of the amount issued from 
several mouths; it was so unusual; twenty-five 
hundred dollars being the maximum .sum paid for the 
very best kind of slaves at that period of commercial 
depression: and excellent house-keepers were often 
sold for much less than that. 

I whispered to Waif wood: *^are you willing to 
^pay all you possess in the world to release your mother 
from these men ? " 

*^ Yes, yes ! " responded the little trembler, at my 
side ; ** let thAi take all : let them take me, too : only 
make them let mamma go I " 
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^ Yoar good friend McClare has mftde yon rich : if 
we buy your mother's freedom you will be very, 
very4)oorI *• said I, to try her. 

^*No, no, I shall not," she replied, vehemently, 
^^for mamma is better than the money. Pay it all for 
her ; oh do, do ! " 

** It is a most abominable outrage in the sight of 
God," said I, addressing the auctioneer, *^that thia 
woman should be offered for sale, but, with a view to 
her inunediate emancipation, I am ready to pay eight 
thousand dollars for her." 

The dealer in his fellow beings looked astonished, 
and there was a great straining of necks and eyes, 
amongst the murmuring crowd, to get a sight at me. 
If my bid had not argued my possession of consider- 
able wealth, I presume they would have lynched me, 
but, in the South, the rich are exempt from cjueh rude 
treatment. 

**Mr. Dupres, said the auctioneer, turning to a tsJl, 
well-dressed gentleman at his right, who had turned 
red in the face, and was regarding me with evident 
displeasure, *^ will you advance upon his bid ? " 

Impelled (as I subsequently learned,) by anger, 
this person offered eight thousand, five hundred. 
Seeing that it was his purpose to bid against me, I 
increased my offer at once to ten thousand. I pre- 
sume my annoyed competitor inferred from my manner, 
that I had now gone as high as I would, for to the auc- 
tioneer's invitations for him to advance five hundred, 
two hundred and fifty, one hundred, fifty, or even ten, 
he resolutely shook his head. Lu wa^then declared 
my property for the sum often thousand dollars. 
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*^ What's all this yere about ? '' cried a voice, pro- 
ceeding from a stalwart old man^ who was pushing 
his way roughly through* the throng which had now 
crowded more densly than before, around the block, to 
get a better sight of a slave sold at a price so 
enormous. 

Without seeing me and Waifwood, he exclaimed, 
as he reached the centre of attraction, ^^ Why Lu, don't 
you know me? Don't you know your old friend 
McClure?'* 

With a short, sharp cry, such as a child might utter 
when leaping from an object of fear into its parent's 
arms, Lu broke from her abstraction, and sprung into 
the embrace of the hunter. 

She was sobbing upon the rough yet tender heart 
whose sympathetic beatmgs were better than words 
in the ear* which pressed against it, when raising his 
glistening eyes, suffused with honest tears, he recog- 
nized me and Waifwood, who was now weeping for 
joy, and full of eagerness to hug him and her 
mother, too. 

*^ Be of good cheer, my old friend I " I exclaimed, 
slapping him upon the shoulder ; ** our dear Lu is free, 
from this hour." 

I will not detidl what followed : suffice it to say, 
that the price of Lu's liberty was promptly paid with 
the amount which had been deposited in the Bank by 
McClure, in my name as trustee for little Waifwood, 
and we all supped together at the hotel — a truly 
thankful and well contented company : only one thing 
was lacking, as the old man well observed ; and that 
was the presence of his loving ^^ dame,' God bless her.I 
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To mf great surprise, the bill of sale, virhich coa- 
yeyed La into my possession, was executed by the 
very man who had bid against me, Momitfort Daprez. 
He held a power-of-attomey from the late Jadge 
Gascon. Seeking an explanation, I discovered the key 
to the fragment of letter which, providentially, had led 
me to visit Aagosta. 

One day. Miss Duprez had bantered the Judge for 
paying so extravagant a price for Lu, to which he had 
retorted, thaft she would bring as much if put up for 
sale, again ; if not, she nught have her, to begin house- 
keeping, upon marrying his nephew. The young lady 
had held him to this promise, and obtained from him 
a power-of-attomey for her unde to offer Lu at public 
sale, with the stipulation that if no higher bid than 
eight thousand dollars should be made, the woman 
should become her (Miss Duprez's) property. She 
was disappointed of course, by my purchase. 
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MISCHIEF BBXWING, 

UifFOBTUNATBXY, thongh we knew nothing of it. La's 
aroh-enemy, Murrell was alive and in the North. Worse 
yet, he was a denizen of New York, where we were to 
embark for Earope. This &ct had a more serious bear- 
ing upon the fate of my two dependent friends than the 
kind-hearted reader would like to anticipate. Some of 
the movements of that incorrigible villsun, in this connec- 
tion, became known to me at the time ; and, a few years 
later, revealed all his operations at all affecting their in- 
terests. His presence was the more inopportune for n% 
because it chanced that the elder Wright, (drawn thither 
as director in a new mining stock which he was desirons 
of patting into the New York market,) was there also, 
and Marrell knew it. Not that the latter had any mten- 
tion of making his acquaintance : in the simplicity of His 
heart, his single object was to rob him. 

The desperado had ascertuned what was old Wright's 
bofflness there, and shrewdly inferred, that the sale of the 
mining stock must have put him in possession of a con- 
siderable som of money. 
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Resolving to put himselCin as close proximity to liu 
intended victim as was prudent, he sought lodgings as 
contiguous as possible to the hotel where the old man 
was boarding. Luckily, the next building adjoining was 
a house full of furnished rooms for the accommodation 
of any who chose to hire them. 

^^ I should Hke that apartment if it were to let,** he re- 
marked to the chubby landlady, as she escorted him to 
the end of a hall or passage-way, on the third floor. 
There was a sign on the door, and he read it aloud, ^ Dr. 
Odelle, SurgeonrDerUiaV^ 

^^ Bother him, for a thief as he is !'* exclaimed the in- 
dignant woman ; ^^ that is all he^s left me for two months 
rent ; is that bit of painted tin. He bilked me entirely. 
They tell me it's a way he has. You can have that room 
and the next, if they suit you, for six dollars a week, 
payable in advance." 

^' Cheap enough," said Murrell, which made her sorry 
that she had not asked eight. '* Who occupies over* 
head ?'» 

" A portrait painter," she replied, " but a nice, quiet 
gentleman that never troubles nobody, and pays reg'lar 
as a prince. The rooms you looked at below, wont be 
empty long, I dare-say ; but whoever comes into them 
must be very genteel, for I pride myself on keeping ^ 
superior, establishment." 

It was speedily arranged, and before night the weekly 
advance was paid and Murrell- installed in his new apart- 
ments. 

He slapped one leg with great self-complaoenoy when 
he had sat down and taken a look at the brick wall in 
which the fire-place stood. ^* I don't believe it is very 
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thick at that chimney-back,'' said he to himself; *' and as 
good lack will have it, old Wright's room is jost on the 
other side of it" 

It was so ; the lodgings were exactly adapted to his 
purpose. They were separated irom the same floor in 
the hotel by a thin party-wall only, and a knock upon it, 
in Murrell's room, might have been distinctly heard- in 
Mr. Wright's apartment. Still, that did not prevent the 
robber from beginning almost immediately, the labor of 
preparing the means of passing through ; for he argued, 
that it behig in broad daylight, the sound would be at- 
tributed to some more honest cause. 

Locking his door, and removing the flre-board, he took 
from his trunk a coat in the large leather pockets of 
which were some burglar's tools. Furnishing himself 
with a mallet and a small hand pick, he began very care- 
fully to remove a brick. The wall was poor, and the 
work more dirty than difficult. In half an hour he had 
removed an entire layer from the back of the fire-place. 
He could, he fancied, hear voices in Wright's apartment. 
Presently his attention was attracted by the sound of a 
carriage in the street below. Thrusting out his begrimed 
head, unobserved, he was strifck with the appearance of 
a lady accompanied by a gentleman and child, entering 
the house from the coach, which, loaded M-ith their 
trunks, remained in front of the door. Listening in the 
hall, he heard the chattering landlady extolling her ac- 
commodations as she proceeded to exhibit the hand- 
somely furnished suite of apartments on the second floor. 
This was my own little party — Lu, Waifwood and I — 
little dreaming that in taking these private lodgings, to 
avoid the annoyance that might attend us in a public 
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hotel, we were getting into the nest of a serpent thift 
had already stung us more than onoe. 

^The' devil is in it, and I'm embarrassed with a pro* 
fufflon of good Inck, if my gness is tme,** said Morrell 
to himself, as he saw our baggage carried into the houses 
and the carriage driven off, with me in it ; for I availed 
myself of the conveyance to be carried without d^y to 
the London Packet office, to secure our passage. ^I 
could almost swear that was Lu Wright, with that little 
girl t Let's see ! let's see I" he added, and sank thought- 
fully into a seat. **' What are they here for? I must see 
them closer, without being seen myself; at least not to 
be known. My disguises— -I have half a mind to doo my 
woman's dress. Ry is as tall as I am, and I am dean 
shaved. I have but to change this glass eye of mine for 
a blue one, and cover the other with a transparent patdi| 
whiten my eyebrows and adopt a light-haired band and 
cap, and I'm all right." Then swearing vrith a great 
oath that he would do it, the adroit scamp produced 
from his trunk a frock, once the favorite wear of his last 
wife ; a young lady better known to the reader as Ry 
Ward. This apparel he soon donned ; and, accustomed 
to disguising himself at short notice, speedily effected « 
marvelous change in his appearance. 

^^ Now," said he; as he adjusted the band and cap, at 
the glass, ^^I lack only the bonnet and shawl to make me 
look like a highly respectable and trustworthy washer- 
woman ; and as such I will straightway make my ap- 
pearance to the new-comers below stairs, before the gen- 
tleman returns : for I must find out what all this means^ 
and what they intend to do, before I leave the house ; 
and that must be to-night — ^perhaps within an hoar or 
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two— if I get It ohanoe to touch old Wright's money this 
afberDooQ. My motto is, ooorage and despatch, bo here's 
to begin 1" 

In a few minutes, watching for an opportunity when 
the passage-ways were clear, the rogue descended the 
atsirs and tapped lightly at a door on the second story. 
^ Come in," was the response, and entering deferentially, 
he stood before Lu and Waifwood. ^Any washing, 
mem ?" said he, in a feigned voice and with a courtesy, 
whOe his &lse heart laughed under his woman's dress. 
*' I wash for the lodger up-stairs ; and being^a poor wid- 
der, mem, which has seen better circumstances and five 
smf^l ohildem, would be glad if your ladyship would 
patternize me.*> 

^ We shall not stay here long enough to have any such 
work done for us," replied Lu, \riu> was engaged in 
combing her child's luxurious tresses. *^ Oho I" thought 
the impostor to himself, ^ off so soon, hey ?" He uttered 
nothing, however, and only chuckled ^ Aha," when the~ 
joyous little girl added, ^ because we are going in the 
vessel on the great ocean i" Lu would fain have checked 
her, but it was too late. He had heard enough, and, 
with another courtesy, backed out into the hall ; pushing 
unawares against the chubby landlady as he did so, and 
treading upon her tender bunion. 

^Gracious goodness unto us!" exclaimed the agon- 
ized creature, as she hobbled into Ln's room, *^ jvhat did 
that woman want ? she has gone up-stairs, too." 

** She is the laundress, she says, of one of your lod- 
gers," replied Lu. ^ I should think she wore her flat- 
irons in her shoes !" said the landlady, testily, taking a 
seat, and holding on to one foot, quite ruefully. *^ I wish 
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she had mybanions, that's all ! deary me ; do yon know 
any thing thdt's good for them ? Perhaps that creature 
may know ; when she comes doWn, I'll ask her.** 

In the jneantime, Murrell had harried back to his ' 
room. The door locked, he lost no time in divesting 
himself of the female apparel, and resuming his own. 
He was sorry that he had not avoided the notice of the 
landlady, but trusted to his good look to escape suspi- 
cion. At any rate, he had obtained, by his ruse, a piece 
of news that he might not have been able to procure in 
any other way. 

It would be well for him, perhaps, to abandon his in- 
tended robbery, and make a better thing by betraying 
Ln and the child 4;o old Wright ; but, then, he hated to 
give up an enterprise so well begun ; with the money- 
chest, too, almost in his hand as it were ! • So, he com- 
menced anew at his work amongst the rubbish in the 
chimney. The hole was almost through, when during a 
brief interval of rest, with pick and mallet in hand, upon 
his knees on the hearth, he fimded he heard some one at 
his door. Jumpmg up he crowded the debris of bricks 
and mortar with his foot into the chimney comer, swept 
the hearth, and replaced the fire-board, to conceal every 
trace of his work : then looked to see who it was. 

His sudden opening of the door disconcerted the red- 
faced landlady not a little, for she was down on her 
knees at the keyhole. 

The first impulse of the lawless man was to strangle 
the poor woman ; but prudently restraining his destruo- 
tiveness, he quietly listened to her excuses, until the 
nature of her plea at length elicited from him a loud 
laugh. The chagrined woman had neither seen nor 
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heard anything prejudical to him, but confessed that the 
long tarry of the genteel laundress in his room, had ex- 
cited her curiosity, ^' for," she added, as she gave % 
glance around the apartment, '' you must know, sir, that 
Tve always kept a respectable house, without no goings- 
on ; and thinks I to myself, no well-conducted female has 
any need of stojf^ng so long in any gentlexpan's room ; 
but as. I see she ain't here," (and she gave another scruti- 
nizing look ; this time under the bed, and into the inner 
room ;) " I hope you'll excuse me, sir. I was only doing 
my duty to my establishment, you know. Besides, I ^ 
wanted to ask her what was good for bunions." 

*^ Mrs. Mopps w6nt away some time ago ; perhaps to 
the painter's room," quietly rejoined Murrell, as he closed 
the door upon her freshly alarmed physiognomy. ^^ Was 
it possible that Mr. Hinks ? — she had thought better of 
him !" murmured the woman, as she ascended another 
passage. 

When I had returned from the passenger office, the land- 
lady asked me if we would oblige her by taking tea in h^r 
little back parlor instead of in our own room : there 
would be nobody there but Mr. Hinks, the portrait 
painter. *^ That woman was not in his room; it was a 
scandal to say so. As nice a gentleman, and genteel as 
goes,'— though, to be spre, he never would wear a (5ravat 
and he let his hair grow more than was becoming : but 
of course, that was no fault of hers ; only it was natural 
for her to take an interest in him, as he had been a lodger 
with her, next June would be four years ; and had paid 
up so regular, and never asked her even to whitewash his 
walls ; though the Lord o' mercy knew they needed it bad 
enough, for the artist, who had occupied the attic before 
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Mr. Hinks took it, had marked them all ap with charcoal 
and chalk drawiDgs, nobody knew what ; only Mr. Hinks 
^wouldn't have them washed oft, because, he said, they 
were the traces of genius." 

Acoordmgly, at the teartable, we met the well-recom* 
mended portrait painter, a long-haired, light-complex- 
ioned middle^ged little man, with dilarge nose and a 
benevolent ezpresaion which at once prepossessed* us in 
his favor. He entertained ns all with his chat about the 
Art World ; and, as I politely expressed a desire to ex- 
amine some of his own paintings, when our repast was 
ended, he invited us to accompany him to his studio. 

It was on the fourth floor, and did not differ in appear- 
ance essentially from any other portrait painter's room 
that I had seen, except that the walls were curiously 
frescoed with the rudest materials ; yet not inartistically, 
and, here and there, was an architectural drawing, indi- 
cating considerable ability. At the base of one of these 
rough sketches was a name almost obliterated because 
written only with charcoal I breathed quicker as I read 
the well-remembered autograph of Cale Wright ! My 
God I was it possible that, we were at length upon Uie 
track of the wanderer ? I could see by the emotion of 
Lu, that she, too, ha^ detected the signature of her hus- 
band, though, of his first name, it gave only the initial 
* ^ Ton are struck with these rude designs,'' said the 
painter, observing our fixed attention; *^ they. are not 
mine. Crude as they are, the hand that drew them, five 
years ago, in this humble attic, is now a celebrity in the 
studios of Rome and Florence I Tou have been out of 
the world, or you must have heard of Wright ?** 

" Where is he now f" asked Lu, in a low tone, and 



MISCHIEF BBBWING. 441 

endeavoring to control her agitation, but still gasng at 
the writing on the wall. 

^' Still in Europe,*' replied Mr. Hinks, as he placed one 
of his own portraits npon the easel, and sought the best 
light for it, ^' but Thompson tells me, that at last ac- 
counts, he was at Palermo, about to embark for 
America." 

'^Indeed!'' said I, while Lu, resisting Waifwood's 
effort to attract her admiration to the complacent 
painter's picture, dung almost spasmodically to my arm 
and gazed into my fitce, with an expression I shall never 
forget. Her olive complexion was ashy pale, and she 
trembled violently. 

^' It is doubtful if Mr. Wright will ever return to this 
country, however," added the artist, wiping off the por« 
trait with his handkerchie£ *^ There is no true apprecia- 
tion of genius in America. He is said to have a positive 
dislike /or his native land. An eccentric fellow, sir : de- 
voted to his art, and avoiding society. Brown says he 
is a prey to melancholy, and attributes it to disappoint- 
ment in love before he left this country." [Lu's grasp 
upon my arm was now like t|^ pressure of a vice.] ^^ Ji 
your lady is at all interested in Wright by what I have 
said, she will be glad to know that there is a painting oi 
his in the gallery, now on exhibition in Broadway. It is 
a gothio interior ; a magnificent thing I Tou ought to 
see it. I shall be most happy to take you to the gallery. 
I have some poor things there of my own." 

**Be calm, Lu," whispered I, ^^you shake like an 
aspen I" ' 

She made no response, but sank into a chair; her 
whole frame shaking with uncontrollable nervous excito- 
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ment. Wulwood and the good-oatnred painter were miidb 
aUurmed, bat by holding her rigidly-oontracting bands 
in m J own, while the Httle girl ^plied some water to her 
kead, I soon restored La to heraelf again ; mnch to the 
relief of Mr. EUnka who had stood helplessly l)f , ejaco- 
kttng in an nndertone, many timeSi ** Dear me I dear 
mel" 

** I am qoite well now,** aaid Lb, rising, boi looking a 
iule strangely still ; ^let na go to the gaUeiyf* ^e 
look my arm as she spoke. 

'^ It wiU not be lif^ted for an boor yet» and I fear yon 
nra not qoite strong enoagh to-night| madam/* aaid the 
painter, almost tenderly. 

^ I most go to-nigfat, even if I have to go alone,** re- 
«oined the willfid woman. Making allowanee for her in- 
tenae inter^.I yielded the point, thongh inclined to 
object. 

The result was, that in the evening, eseorted by the 
hoflpitable and attentive Mr. BBnks, we visited the exhibi- 
tion. There were nnmeroos admiraUe works of art ; 
but passing all the rest indifferently,, we harried oar 
moerone on antH he broag^t as to a ooUection oonmstmg 
ezdanvely of oontribations by Amerioan artists abroad. 

Conspicaoas amongst these was a painting upon canvas, 
about six feet by four, representing a gothie interior in 
rains. It was admirably executed in architectural gran- 
deur, foreshadowing and cdor, but for none of theee did 
Lu have one word of praise, one scratiniang look. Her 
whole attention was fixed upon a singfe object in the fore- 
ground. It was the author of the work, himself; seabed 
upon a ihigment of the min; his bradi and palette 
dropped listlessly by his sid^ ; his cheek resting upon his 
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hand, and his whole aspect entirely in keeping with the 
feeling of soHtade conveyed in the scene aronnd him. 
The likeness to Cale was saffioiently approximate to make 
a profound impression upon his deserted wife, and I saw 
the tears course down her cheeks, thongh she av^ed 
her &ca to hide them* 

Fortunately, we were so early that we were the only 
spectators in that section of the gallery ; and as I had no 
difficulty in attracting th« attention of Waifwood and 
Mr. Hinks to a horse picture by Fisher, Lu was left to 
the indulgence of her feelings, without observation. 

** When your lady shall have finished har examination 
of that painting," said the artist, ^ I will conduct you to 
the portrait gallery in the other room where my own 
humble daubs have been honored with prominent place ; 
though the light might have been better, it is true.'* 

*^Let us leave her to the enjoyment of Wright's pio- 
ture," I rejoined, taking his arm and leading off; " she 
was aJways fond of that sort of thing. It accords well 
with the sadness of her own spirit." 

^*She is a Cuban, is she not?" said Mr. ffinks, in a 
lower tone. 

*^ A fiunily bereavement," I rejoined, feigning to have 
misunderstood him. I fimcied I heard her sob ; she was 
evidently tremulous with emotion. '^Wufwood, my 
dear, you can remain with your mother, and join us in 
the next room, when she shall have done looking at the 
pictures in this," I added ; quite willing to change the 
subject just broached by the artist at my side. The child 
was quite willing to remain, for she had a keen taste for 
animal paintings of which there were a number in that 
portion of the exhibition. Her numeroos exclamations 
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of delight bad the effect to divert La from her rapt at- 
tention, and excite in her mind a more cheerful feeling ; 
even a degree of agreeable anticipation. '^ He is lonely 
and discontented," she said to herself; ^^ perhaps we 
shalfr soon meet again, and it may be my predons' privi- 
lege in another land, to minister to his wants, to relieve 
his solitude, to be again his wife ! oh, it would be happi- 
ness to be even his poor slave !" Then her countenance 
clouded again, and she murmured, *^ should he disown 
me ! but no, I will not think so meanly of him ! I am the 
mother of his child ; he will be proud of Waifwood, and 
love me for her sake. May heaven hastei^the time when 
we shall meety in a land oijstained by bondage. 



CHAPTER XUX. 

OLD 7BIEKDS AND NEW PLOTS. 

DuBiNG our Stay in the gallery, rascally work was 
going on at home. Availing himself of the temporary 
absence of old Wright from his hotel, Marrell removed 
the fire-board, pashed aside the rabbish, and completing 
the perforation, which he had already done much to ao* 
complish, crawled through the hole into the apartment on 
the other side of the party-wall. It was the lodgings of 
the Georgian planter and specnlator, sure eno«gh. 

^* I'm not exactly in trim for a social call," chnckled the 
house-breaker, glancing at the reflection of his begrimed 
face and shirt sleeves in the glass upon a bureau, *^ and 
as I don't want to see company, Pll just bolt this door. 
The old cock's gone to Harlem, but it's well to make 
sure that he wont bolt in upon me, unexpectedly. I 
don't want to shoot him, if I can help it." 

Then he went to a large, strong box, or chest, which 
stood in the comer. It was iron-bound, and better se- 
cured than trunks usually are ; but Murrell had picklocks, 
and the box was soon opened. Washing bis smutty 
hands with the utmost aangfroid^ he wiped them dry, 
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and returned eagerly to the chest. It oontained both 
clothing and papers ; but amongst these the robber found 
nothing that he would have given a pin for. At the bot- 
tom, were numerous geological spedraens ; chiefly, or all 
of them, gold quartz rock from the North Carolina and 
Georgia mines, of no appreciable value except as 
samples. 

^*No money, neither coin nor notes?" muttered the 
disappointed thie^ hoatliBg the contents over more 
hastily than before, in his impatience to find something 
worth {Appropriating; '^what has the old villain done 
with the proceeds of his sales ? This is enough to make 
a saiat swear 1" Then, wilh a ehower of curses, he 
dropped the lid, and locked it down. Failing to find in 
the room any thing that he deemed worth taking away, 
unbdited the door, (leaving it accessible by key on the 
outside as before,) and went as he came, but in a far less 
cheerful frame of mind, through the bole again. 

In a jQonfession made by him years afterward, the 
wretch d^ied having taken any thing from Lu's room ; 
bat, as subsequent to his departure, she missed from her 
trunk a gold pecklaoe, and the miniature which he him- 
self h9d once given her as the portridt of her husband, I 
think be might as weU have admitted that, before be left 
the house, he enterod her roofn, in our absence, a9d ap- 
propriated ttese articles. 

Perhaps the eoolest thing done by Murrell, at this 
time, was his manner of leaving. Noticing that we bad 
returned, as we went, in a hired hack, as soon as we bad 
entered the door, the rogue acoosted the driver from his 
chamber window, teBing him that he had another job for 
tAm : aod in a iow moin^^ he naiads hi* fl|>pea]^aDiQe at 
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the portal, trnnk in hand, unobseryed ^7 any one in the 
hoiue. A minute later, he was rattling over the pave- 
ments, toward the eastern side of the city. 

Strolling forth with the artist, we came np presently to 
a brilliantly illumined building, upon the walls of whic& 
was the announcement of a new opera, and a benefit for 
the author. Inviting Mr. Hinks to accept a ticket, I con* 
ducted him in, and was pleased to see a large audience 
of New York ftshionablea, apparently well'«atisfied both 
with themselves and the peiibrmaiice, which was now 
about faal^finished. When it was over, there was a 
general call for the author. In a few moments, be ap- 
peared before the curtain, bowing first to the centre 
boxes, next to those on the right, then to the left, and 
lastly with hand placed impressively upon his white waist- 
ooat, to the pit, where I sat. 

*' By the great homspoon,'' I exclaimed^ uaal46 to sup- 
press my suprise, *' thatPs Whytal l** 

The bowing beneficiary was near enough to hear me, 
and responded with a covert thrust of the tongiie into 
his cheek, and a wink. A person sitting in front of me 
had been attracted, also, by my ex|detive, and turned 
around to look at me. Apparently, he was quite as 
much surprised to see me as I had been to see Whytal. 
It was Perrin, the noble-hearted tutor of Ln and the 
Mortis girls 1 About six years had elapsed nnce we 
parted from each other in the highlands of G^rgia ; 
but we recognized each other at a glance, and grasped 
each ether's hands, cordially, but silently, for Whytal 
was making his speech. The latter informed the au- 
dience, that he was author of the libretto only c his co- 
adjutor, the composer of the beaqtiful musical creation. 
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to which they had listened with so many flattering indi» 
cations of pleasure and approval, had left the house ; bat 
in his behalf as well as on his own account, he begged 
leave to express his most heartfelt acknowledgments to 
{hat crowded and fiishionable andience, and announced 
the opera for repetition on the following evening. He 
retired amid another storm of applause and bouquetSi 
two or three of which latter he bore away in triumph, 
rendered a little awkward by the &11 of another upon his 
head, to the great amusement of Perrin and myself We 
received a wink from him as he made his exit at the wing, 
and in a few minutes he came around to us in the lobby, 
and greeting us in his old cordial manner, insisted that 
we should go with him to Windust's restaurant, to take a 
bite, and have a good talk about our mutual adventures; 
after which, if we liked, he would introduce us to the 
<^ Novelty Club, — a glorious set of fellows in the musical 
and dramatic line, and at the very top of the professioa," 

It was late, but Perrin consenting, I offered no objec- 
tion, though I would have preferred to return to my 
lodgings. Still, I was not without a desire to have some 
further conversation with both of these gentlemen, as it 
was likely to be the only opportunity for a long while. 

A short walk brought us to the restaurant, and in a few 
minutes we were snUgly ensconced in a stall, and doing 
full justice to a capital mutton-chop and Windust's excel- 
lent Scotch ale ; relating meanwhile a portion at least of 
our respective experiences. 

Perrin, who had been driven out of Georgia as an abo- 
litionist, had lived in indigence for a year or two, in Phil- 
adelphia, dependent upon the precarious livelihood 
afforded to scholarship in those days by publishers of 
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Bcientifio books; but at length he was so fortunate as 
to obtain a professorship in Columbia College; since 
which he had done very well, ^^ though . still a bache- 
lor/' 

The erratic Whytal, after leaving me, had served awhile 
in the Treasury office at Washington, but becoming 
tired of that humdrum Kfe, and the dust of the capital, 
had joined an English hunting party who were about 
leaving that city for the western prairies. That amuse* 
• ment worn out, in the course of another year he had re- 
turned to New York and become an editor. In the 
course of time, he fell in with a composer of music, who 
had induced him to write the plot and libretto of the 
opera which we had just listened to. ^ And with infinite 
satisfiustion, my friend, I assure you," said I : ^^ it was a 
great triumph.*' ** Tea, sir," he rejoined complacently, 
^ my fortune is made. I have at length discovered my 
forte: it is the opera. I shall devote my life to it." 
*^ Poh, poh I" said I, laughing at the recollection of his 
manifold changes ; ^ before the year is over you will be 
at something else." ** No," he replied, firmly, *^ from 
this time forth and forever, I am a composer." 

^ By the way, Major," said Perrin, what became 6i 
that cut-throat, Murrell?" He little thought that the 
villain himself by the merest chance, occupied the next 
stall to us, and heard every word we uttered. I had not 
as yet told them of the altered fortunes of Lu, but 
warmed by the ale into more communicativeness, I now 
related to them her persecution at the hands of Murrell, 
and how she and her child had at length triumphed over 
his villanies, and were now about to embark with me for 
Europe, not merely to educate Waifwood, but in the 
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lively anticipation (born to us since oar arrival in New 
York,) of a re-nnion with Cale Wright in Italy. 

^^ By heavens !" exclaimed Whyi^, swalllowing a raw 
oyster which he had in his mouth, ana dapping his hands 
together in a burst of enthusiasm,' ^^ what a magnificent 
plot for an opera !" 

*^Poor Ln 1" said Perrin, ** I did my best to give her 
as good an education as her more fortunate half-sisters, 
but it was not without some misgivings of its influence 
upon her future happiness. She was apt, sensitive and 
high spirited, aboye her position. I foresaw that noth* 
ing but unhappiness was in store for her in a land of 
slaves. Thank God, she is soon to leave it. But you 
must let me see her, first." 

I assented, and made an appointment to meet him in 
the morning, at ten. We were to sul at noon. Whytal 
would have us drink a bottle of champaigne with him, 
but we resolutely declined, tmd soon after parted for the 
night. 

Meantime, what had the senior Wright been about^ 
and how had he taken the violence done to his room 
during his excursion with some convivial stock-brokers to 
High Bridge ? To be candid with you, gentle reader, 
the old planter had imbibed so freely of stimulating 
drinks bcKfore starting, and on the way thither and back, 
that upon ascending to his room, with great dificulty, 
upon his return at night, he dropped incontinently upon 
the floor and slept soundly till the bell rang for breakfiist. 
Hastily concluding, that a mason had been at work on 
the ctiimney, as his own things appeared to be all rights 
without giving the matter a second thought, he washed 
his great pallid &ce, and descended to the dinner-halL 
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Breakfast over, this mountain of flesh was about to en- 
ter the reading-room when he was accosted by a small 
fashionably dressed n^an, with light hair, aquiline nose, 
Calcutta complexion, and a pair of blue spectacles, that 
pretty well concealed the color of his eyes. 

^' Squire Wright, of Georgia, I believe, sir ?" said this 
person interrogatively ; at the same time raising his hat 
from a head of flaxen hiur, not indigenous to his own 
scalp. The planter assented rather awkwardly, and sat 
down like a ton of lead in the arm-chair indicated to him 
by the other, who evidently had a communication for his 
private ear. 

**My name is Blabitt, sir; a distant relative of Mr. 
^7right's ; but that's neither here nor there. You are a 
slave-holder ; so am I, We have a conunon interest." 
And here the gentlemen shook hands. ^^ Glad to know 
you, sir," said the planter, civilly. ^^ It's a good institu- 
tion, sir." 

*^ Good ? sir, it is noble !" rejoined the stranger^ (who 
was Murrell in disguise.) ^ It is the bulwark of our 
liberties ; the very comer-stone of our republic." 

"That's so," replied the hood-winked old man; "I 
used to say it when I was^in the Legislatur." 

** I know you did," rejoined the pseudo Blabitt, " I 
often heard of you. Short speeches, but powerful influ- 
ence. Tou ought to be in Congress, sir. But to busi- 
ness I Some year or two ago you lost a valuable slave, 
did you not? Lu was her name. Almost white, and 
educated like a lady ; more's the pity." 

*^ That's her," replied the planter ; his flattered vanity 
now giving place to av«ice ; *' I'd give a heap to get her 
agin." 
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*' She had a child— «he still has one,*' conUmied the 
stranger. ^* Your own son is the fiUJier of it. I know 
it." 

** That don*t matter," replied the bmnaa chattel holder, 
** the child's mother beia' a slave — ** 

** The child is a i^ave, too," interrupted Morrell, ** of 
eonrse I understand that. Now to the point," and he 
lowered his voice as he spoke; **I happen to know 
where La is." 

The great saneer-ejes of the oorpnlent man opened 
with wonder, which gave place to a joy that gave some 
thing like a faint smile to his large, ronnd, ezpreesionless 
countenance, and he ejaculated ^* Mighty I" 

** If m put you on the track of this fugitive slave fl^ 
that you can obtain possession of her by legal prooeas, 
will you give me the child for my reward ?" 

** Sartin I" replied the planter ; ^ but how-*^ow is this 
ar to be done ? Whar is she ?" 

**You won*t squirm because it's a sort of grand- 
daughter of yours, will you ? Ton are to give me a 
clean bill of sale of the little girl, you understand. Squire 
Wright?" 

The old man agreed most implieitly to the terms. He 
rather preferred on the whole not to have the child, he 
said. 

^^ You shall write it down," rejoined the pretender, 
producing a writing from his pocket-book. ^Here are 
the terms of the bargun, and Uiere on the table are pen 
and ink. Be good enoagh to put your signature to this." 
The weighty man would have liked a little more deliber- 
ation, but as the other assured kira that Lu was about 
to take passage from that very port, within an hour or 
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two, unless stayed by his, the stranger's intervention, he 
appended, with much effort and some perspiration, his 
cramped signature to the document. 

** Now, Squire,^' said Murrell folding the paper and 
putting it into his pockety **' come with me to the Com- 
missioner. We have no time to lose. We must demand 
possession of Lu and her child under the Fugitive Slave 
Law. I am your witness that they are yours. A dealer 
in South Carolina, got them, some how, after they ran 
away from you, and sold them to Judge Gascon, on a 
&lse title, founded upon a Ibrged bill of sale, purporting 
to bear your signature.'' 

"^ Oh, the villain 1" said the planter. <^ PU bav6 him 
^p before the Legislatnr«» 

**Lu has a good friend in a Major in the government 
service," said Murrell, ^^ but we'll grease the hinges at 
the Oommiflsioner's and there'll be no trouble in proving 
your claim. I only wish we could involve this Major (in 
Georgia, when I knew him, he was a doctor) and lock 
him up on a* charge of kidnapping these slaves of yours. ( 
Here's a hack," he added, as arm in arm with the Squire, 
they emerged from the hotel to the sidewalk in front, 
^ let us get in, for it is hardly nine yet, and we may have 
to drive to the magistrate's remdence." 

Leaving her enemies to consummate their machinations 
against her happmess and personal secority, the reader 
will return to Lu. 



CHAPTER L. 

THE DXKOUBHVKT. 

It had Bubserved our convenience tx> take oar break 
fiisti and go on board the elegant and capaciooB Londoi^ 
packet, at an eaiiy hour in the morning. The vessel wan 
not to sail until noon ; which would give me plenty of 
time to keep m j appointment with Perrin, whom I was 
t5 conduct to an interview with Lu. 

" Don't be gone long, dear Guardy, will you ?'• cried 
> Waifwood, putting her arms around my neck, and press- 
ing her rosy cheek against mine. 

^^ Yes, hasten back, I beseech yon,** said her mother. 
^* I don't know why it is, but I have an indefinable pre- 
. sentiment of evil. I wish we were already on our 
voyage." 

*^ It IB as good as begun ;" I rejoined, cheerfully. *^ A 
truce to melancholy, Lu 1 you are nervous, this morning ; ^ 
the effect of your agitation, yesterday, I will fetch your 
old friend and teacher, the good Dominie Perrin, to you, 
shortly; and then you will be quite happy." 

^^I will try; you are so kind," she rejoined, and 
essayed to smile. ^' At least, I will welcome him with 
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all the beart ^ have, for he was my earliest benefactor. 
He was the truest friend I ever had ; until I knew yon !'^ 
and she pressed my hand between both of her own ; her 
countenance beaming with gratitude. 

^^ Tou forget that brave and generons old soul, Major 
McClure, and his kind-hearted dame !" said L 

" I don't !" cried my little beauty. " Nor do I," re- 
joined her mother. ^' I shall always remember them with 
the affection of a daughter. They deserve a more com- 
fortable home in their old age, and a residence among a 
better people." 

^^ When I return from Europe, I must get them to 
come and live with me," f added. 

^^You will never leave us I" said Lu, deprecatingly. 
" How selfish I am 1 of course yon will have to do so ; 
but I shall never return to America." 

*^ That," said I, ^* is Gale's own sentiment, and in his 
arms you will find all the country, all the home, all the 
love, that your heart will crave." 

Tears filled her eyes as I uttered these words, and she 
pressed my hand, as she rejoined, " It is too much bliss 
for poor Lu to anticipate. I dare not think of it, lest the 
cup of joy should be rudely dashed from my presumptu- 
ous lips ! We may not find him. He may have gone to 
some country more remote than Italy. Perhaps, he has 
already embarked for the United States, and we may 
pass his ship, and see it, without knowing that he is on 
board." 

*' Nay," I replied, smiling encouragingly, " though it 
should be as prolonged and difficult a search as that of 
Telemachus for his royal father, Ulysses, we will find 
your husband, yon may bet your life upon it." 
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** My life would be worthless, if we Bhpuld fiul,'' she 
rejoined sadly. 

^ And then '* I began to ask, b«t paused ; leaying 

the sentence nnfinished. 

*^TheD," responded Ln, in a low bat resolute tone, 
gloomily hinting at selMestmotion, ^^I would lay it 
down I*' 

She left me as she spoke, and went into her state4x>om« 
Little Waifwood's suffused eyes betrayed her sympathy 
with her mother's unhappiness, but it was transient, and 
in a few moments, amused by the monotonous, yet not 
unmusioal '* Yo heave ho 1" of a number of jolly sailors, 
who were lowering baggage and ship^tores into the deep 
hold of the vessel, through the hatchway, she saufed 
through her tears, and led me toward them. 

Little, if any, American produce, except cotton, was 
wanted in Europe that year, and as the vessel had none 
of the great staple to carry this time, her hold was nearly 
empty; giving us the better chance of a quick pas- 
sage. 

Leaving Waif with her mother, I left the ship just as 
a distinguished member of Congress, who had recently 
received from Mr. Van Buren's administration an ap* 
pointment abroad, alighted from a handsome carriage 
and followed his baggage on board. I had met him ia 
Washington, and heard one of his elaborate speeches in 
vindication and support of the Fugitive Slave Law. He 
was a tall, slender, elderly gentleman, clad in blade 
broadcloth, and^wearing an expression of countenuioe 
quite common in good Christian people, and not wanting 
in dignity. Let us call him, (not to give offence,) the 
Honorable Mr. Warwick. Recognizmg me, he bowed 
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but with a degree of natural reserve, as I passed him, to 
fulfill my appointmeDt to meet Perrln at ten. 

On my way up the pier, (it was on the East River 
side, near Wall street,) I met a carriage containing a 
thin gentleman in bine specCaolea, a large, &t man, whose 
face I did not see, and two civic officers in uniform. 
*^ FeUow passengers, perhaps,'' said I to myself Glanc- 
ing back at this company, as. they passed on, I saw the 
spectacled person looking out toward me ; but I gave it 
a transient thought only, and went on my way to Holt's 
hotel, where I was to see the quondam parson, Lu's old 
preceptpr. Had I had the least inkling of the errand of 
those people, I should have been in quite another frame 
oF mind. 

They went, it appears, directly aboard the ship in 
which we were to have sailed, and demanded of the cap- 
tain a look at his passenger-list. ** A request would have 
been sufficient," grumbled the ship-master; '*by what 
right do you order me, on board my own vessel?" 
*^ Under the authority of the United States, whose depu- 
ties we are," replied one of the officials a little pomp- 
ously. *^ Of course you know, captain^" said the other 
notarshaly confidentially, 'Hhat you endanger your vessel, 
and render yourself personally liable, in taking a fugitive 
slave on board." # 

^* Fugitive slave 1" retorted the mariner, *'I don*t 
know any thing about it ; there's uo blacky aboard my 
craft, unless it be my cook, and he has sailed with me 
these ten years." 

By this time, the hands had left their work at the miun 
hatch, and collected around.. Waifwood's attention had 
been attracted, also, and without a definite idea of its 
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know yoal Your master, Mr. Wright, has oome to 
carry you back to your old friends in Georgia, Come 
out !'» 

'^It's a bloody shame!'' said a sailor, but he was 
quieted. Waifwoo^ oould no longer restrain her sobs. 
*' That is her child," said the man in the glasses. Let's 
have them out. There is no time to spare ; the ship is to 
sail at twelve." 

Unexpectedly the door suddenly opened and the 
hunted-down woman rushed by them into the main 
cabin, and thence to the deck, followed by her daughter, 
the men pursuing. * 

The Hon. Mr. Warwick was there, a little heartsick, 
id his credit be it spoken, but curious, like the sailors and 
some others who were present, to see the fugitives and 
witness their appearance under iirrest. With her dark 
hair flowing upon her shoulders, and eyes red with weep- 
ing, Lu turned instinctively to this group, and kneeling 
to the chief personage, seized his hand, and begged his 
protection. 

'* Poor soul, poor soul I" was all he oould say, for the 
moment. ** Yes," she cried, ^^I have a soul ; shall it be 
enslaved ? Oh, sir, have pity upon me and my child ! 
I declare to Ood, we are free." 

^^ Why, Mr. Wright, surely this woman is not a slave I" 
cried Mr. Warwick. ^^ I have often defended the. title of 
the master, you well know, but surely-F«urely-^' 

**' Surely theory is one thing and practice another I" 
sneered the spectacled man. 

^* Rise, my poor creature," said Warwick, kindly ; and 
she stood up before him. ** I will do what I can for you. 
Did you ever see this gentleman before?" and he 
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pointed to the corpulent planter, who stood dose at hand, 
bis broad back against the taffraiL 

*< He is the &ther of my bosband," replied Ln. Mj 
fiitber, a planter, left me to his oare.^' 

Old Wright woald have contradicted her, but lacking 
words, his friend, Blabitt, said for him, ^^She was a 
daughter of a slave of her Jbther, and if ever young 
Wright married her, the tie was unlawful, of course, in 
a slave state. Her &ther sold her as he had a perfect 
title to do, to my relative here, Mr. Wright, fie had her 
for some years, during which time, she gave birth to a 
child. There it i& You may well exclaim at its fiiimess 
and beauty, gentlemen, but the thing is a slave none the 
less. This woman whose name is Lu ran away, or was 
kidnapped, and sold (fraudulently of course) to the late 
Judge Gtosoon, of South Carolina. He deemed his title 
good." 

*^ But it wasnt, though," interrupted Wright ** Not 
. long since," continued his friend, *^ Judge Gascon died, 
and by his will manumitted the child, and so enriched 
her that she was enabled subsequently to purchase her 
mother's freedom. They came hither, and engaged pas- 
sage for England. To the truth of this statement I will 
make oath." 

**This is a very strange easel" said Mr. Warwick. 
*^ Not at all, not at all," rejoined the swift witness, *^ it is 
quite common." ^** The greater the shame, sir 1" retorted 
the politician ; and turning to the fiit planter, he asked 
if he could swear that he had had a perfect title to the 
woman, and had never disposed of bis interest in her; 
to which the old man asserted that Lu was still his prop> 
erty, and he was ready to be qualified to the truth of it. 
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*' And what evidence hare 7011, nnfortonate woman ?'' 
Baid Mr. Warwick, taming with manifest dislike from 
the old obese. *^0h, sir, I have none!*' she replied. 
^^ At least none at hand. The friend under whose pro- 
tection I was to make this voyage, left the ship only a 
few minutes since, and may be gone an hour. I beg that 
you will wait and hear him,'' she added, addressing a 
deputy marshal. '* O, wait, wait, for heayen's sake, or I 
shall go mad I" 8he pressed her hands upon her temples, 
as she spoke, and gazed with a look of wild appeal to 
the officer who was approaching with the iron wrislers. 

Poor little Waifwood, crying as if her heart would 
break, stood half encircled by a group of sailors, several 
of whom had wet eyes themselves, as they strove in 
their rough way to comfort her. *^ Never you fear, dar- 
ling," said one, ^* they shan't take you at any rate.'* 
And then he added, in a louder tone to the officer, ^ belay 
there ; you land-lubber, would you put the darbies on 
a woman ?" 

But the deputy was not to be deterred by a little popu- 
lar indignation. Lu threw off his grasp, and ran to the 
ship's side. Believing her intention to be to throw her- 
self into the sea, a number of hands were extended to 
prevent her. With almost superhuman strength, she 
disengaged herself and ran suddenly to the open hatch- 
way, which gaped like a fearful chasm at her feet. Ex- 
pecting that the frenzied creature would instantly cast 
herself down throiTgh the decks into the almost empty 
hold, all stood petrified and speechless — all except the 
poor child whose shrieks rent the air, — ^^^ Mother I 
mother I" 

This cry, at once of terror and appeal, wrung every 
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feeling heart Better still, it stayed poor La in her M 
purpose. While almost swaying forward over the open 
hatchway too far for safety, she heard that agonized re- 
monstrance, and recovering herself^ trembled npon the 
brink, paused, and looked around. The two officers 
made a single movement toward her, but stopped, ap> 
palled, when in a hoarse, resolute voice, she declared that 
if they approached a step nearer she would destroy her 
life. ''Come away! come away!'* exclaimed several 
angry voices to the embarrassed ftmctionaries of tiie law. 
" Sh#would be as good as her word,** said Mr. Warwick. 
'' It's just like her !» added old Wright; his large white 
&ce more pallid than ever ; '' she tried to kill herself 
once, when she lived with me.»* 

They were kept in this dilemma for a long time, for 
Lu was thoroughly in earnest. At length, the gentle** 
man in the blue goggles suggested that they should en- 
trap her by sending her child to her, in hopes that the 
sight of her weeping little one would '* break her down,** 
in which case they would have no difficulty in capturing 
her. There were some that murmured, but presently 
Wdfwood was sent forward, and with eyes still tearful, 
and words touchingly soothing and affectionate, she 
slowly and carefully approached the mother whom it 
was expected that she would innocently betray into the 
hands of her captors. 

Poor Lu was not so crazed as not to see through the 
trick. Catching the half frightened 'Waif in her arms 
she kissed her eagerly ; then placing <^ne foot again upon 
the combing of the hatch, turned to her persecutors, and 
again stayed their advance by threatening to leap with 
her child down to the death that would ensue. 
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Naturally enough, this scene on the deck of the packet 
had attracted a crowd of spectators, composed not 
merely of passengers ; and so absorbed were all in the 
excitement afforded by the attempted capture of a fugi- 
tive who was holding the officers completely at bay, 
without a weapon at her command, that the entrance of 
a foreign vessel, just up from Quarantine, into the ad- 
joining dock was scarcely noticed. Two persons-^one a 
sea-worn, but well-clad little old man ; the other not yet 
middle-aged, light complexioned, larger than his com- 
panion, and evidently superior both in intellectual calibre 
and cultivation. His attire was sombre and careless, yet 
not without grace ; and his well-bearded face, though it 
had a certain nobleness of feature, was haggard either 
with study or melancholy. 

Attracted like the rest by the excitement on board the 
packet, these freshly-arrived foreigners, if such they were, 
ascended to the deck of the vessel, and confronted the 
scene before them. As they did so, a loud cry of joy 
was uttered by Lu, and, the next moment, she was in 
the arms of her returned husband I I saw it all ; for I 
too had just come aboard. And so did the good man, 
Perrin, who was with me; and with tears streaming from 
his eyes as he joyfully regarded the group, father, 
mother and child, now at length re-united, never to be 
again divided, he assured me, that those few moments 
were worth more than any one year of happiness ever 
yet vouchsafed him. 

^ " Good morning. Professor Perrin," said Mr. Warwick, 
who had met him at the college, at the last commence- 
ment, ^^this gentleman is Captain William McClure, who 
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has just arrived from Palermo, in company with the 
ha^py husband, yonder I'* 

llie ]NBrson thns introdnoed was no other than the 
maritime brother of Major MoClare. Cordially shaking my 
friend and myself with both hands, he assured us that this 
opportune meetmg of the companion of his voyage with 
his t^ife, so entirely unexpected, made him quite leaky 
about the nose and eyes, and in corroboration of this 
cofafession, he blew his olfiictories with trumpet-like 
resonance. 

*^ This woman is my — " one of the deputies began to 
say, as he stepped forward to lay a hand upon Lu, but 
he was checked by a look from her new-found protector, 
and &ltered. 

. *^ This lady,'* said Cale, enclosing Lu with his left arm, 
and motioned off the functionary with his disengaged 
hand, ^ this lady is my wife." 

*^ If your name is Wright, as I presume it to be," 
(here Cale bowed an affirmative,) **yonr own fisher 
denies your assertion." 

For the first time, during this scene, the eyes of the 
fiither and son met. The old man's countenance, blank 
of every expression save a kind of mingled dismay and 
amazement, made a feeble effort at recognition, but it 
amounted only to a slight elevation of his little eyebrows, 
the open mouth uttered only a sigh. Cale's emotion at 
the sight of his parent was only a passing pang, and he 
calmly yet resolutely rejoined, as he indicated his ^fe 
and child, ^*He refused to acknowledge these as mine; 
how, I disown him. Henceforth and forever, we are 
strangers." 

^* My son I my — Caleb I" gasped the planter, but the 
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returned exile heeded him not, nor so much as looked at . 
him again. 

" She is my wife, I say," he repeated to the hesitating 
official; *Mn the sight of God, lawfully wedded to 
me." 

^^ What evidence have we of that ?" said the deputy. 

** Perhaps my evidence may be worth something, in 
this case," said Perrin, stepping forward, and receiving 
an introduction to the marshal by Mr. Warwick. 
^^ Though now in collegiate service, sir^ in 1832, and for 
a year or two later, I was a licensed clergyman, in 
Georgia, during which time I united these two persons 
In the holy bonds of matrimony; and," he added 
solemnly, ^^whom God hath joined, let no man put 
asunder." 

^« Magnificent I" exclaimed Whytal, who, a few minutes 
before, had come aboard '* to see us off;" and he turned 
aside to make a memorandum in his pocket diary ; while 
Gale and Lu greeted the dominie affectionately, and 
Waifwood was taken to his embrace. 

Then addressing the officers, he said, ** Let me also say 
to you, gentlemen, who have that abominable law to en- 
force, that Mr. Morlis, her father, sold ber in his last 
sickness to that unworthy man, yonder, for a merely 
nominal sum, with provision^ solemnly enjoined, when 
upon his death bed, that it should be optional with her 
to accept her freedom when of age. This he dare not 
deny; or that she was firee when this my child, was 
born," 

Poor old Wright without a word of response — ^for his 
wits, always rather muggy, were now in a state of total 
eclipse, — took the proffered arm of the pseudo Blabitt, 
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who had already picked his pocket of a well-filled wallet, 
and was about to leave the ship, when suddenly he 
turned to his son and would have accosted him, had not 
Cale abruptly taken his wife's arm within his own, and, 
followed by Perrin and Waifwood, proceeded to the 
cabin. 

Lu had beckoned to me to follow, but their joy was 
sacred to themselves ; and, besides, I had conceived a 
sudden interest in the gentleman with the blue goggles ; ^ 
my suspicions of whom I communicated to Whytal. 

Laying a hand upon the impostor's arm, I said to him 
in a tone of mock politeness, ^^ Must you leave us so 
soon ?*> '^ It would certainly afford me pleasure, sir," he 
coolly replied, ^'to prosecute the voyage with you; 
but — ^" *' Prosecution is not to your £uicy," said I, and 
before he could avoid my clutch at his spectacles, I tore 
them from his head (for they were tied on) and threw 
them upon the deck. Almost at the same instant, Why- 
tal, who was standing directly in his rear, did the same 
by his wig, and the protean villain, Murrell, stood before 
us, stripped of his disguises I Immediately, pushing his 
fiit companion aside, so hard as to lay him sprawling upon 
the deck, the rascal made a dash for the pier, but, quick 
as wink, two of the deck-hands (who had conceived a 
disgust for him because of the part he had played in the 
arrest o.f Lu,) intercepted him and catching him up in 
their stalwart arms, conveyed him to the open hatchway; 
and, I don't know but what they would have pitched the 
affiighted rascal unconditionally down the depths that 
yawned for him, had not the captain commanded them to 
forbear. As it was, the handcuffs intended for his victim 
were put upon him, and he was given in charge of a 
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police officer. Wright's pocket-book was fonnd upon 
him, and the discomfitted old fellow, having been lifted 
from the deck by two other sailors, (one of whom wore 
the cast-off goggles and the other the wig, to the infinite 
amusement of the whole company,) was assisted by them 
to the ship's side, and down the plank, and finaUy into 
the carriage occnpied by the prisoner (whom he was to 
testily against,) and the two deputies — the policeman 
riding outside with the driver. Followed by a crowd of 
idlers from our deck, greatly to the relief of the captain 
and his mates, the hack proceeded slowly up the pier, 
amid the cheers and jeers of the popular escogU 

We saw no more of Wright, senior, but a few weeks 
later, he returned to Georgia, a sadder if not a wiser 
man ; his only consolation being, that he had got the vil- 
lain MurreU safely locked up, for some years to come, in 
the state prison, at Sing-Sing. 

The little incident just narrated was scarcely over, 
when Cale and Lu called me to come and take part in 
their counsels, in the cabin. The reception given me by 
the former was truly grateful to my feelings, for it was 
full of friendly remembrance and heartfelt appreciation ; 
yet it was more than I merited. Willing to change the 
subject, I said to Lu, with a smile, that now I presumed 
she would abandon her intention of proceeding directly 
to Europe. 

^* Not at all," ssud Cale ; ** and it is in regard to this 
that we want your advice. My sole object in returning 
to America was to ascertain what had become of this 
dear soul, my poor Lu. Tou know that before I lefl, her 
mind seemed to be clean gone forever ; and our child, 
both you and I believed to be dead. There appeared to 
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be no earthly use for my ren^iaining in a society that was 
hateful to me, as I could be of no use to ber. I oame to 
the north, and after a year or more, went to Europe, 
where I obtiuned a degree of success and &me as a paint- 
er of architectural subjects, interiors of gothio churches, 
and the classic ruiAs in Rome. Of this my wife has just 
told me you have lately became somewhat informed. I 
was courted, flattered and made money, but was not con* 
tented. I tried to drown my melancholy in wine ; to 
dissipate it with the fojlies of youth ; but it was useless, 
and resulted only in remorse. My conscience began to 
accuse me%f cruelty to Lu, in forever abandoning her. 
I was now provided with ample means to take <^re of 
her, it said, and I ought to return to her. I listened to 
that little voice, at length, and you see the consequence ; 
I am here." 

" You are, my dear friend,'' I replied, " and providen- 
tially." He rejoined, smiling, *^ I understftid the allu- 
sion, major. Tes, now I am indeed, a believer in special 
providences." ^* We may well have the same f^uth, all 
of us !" exclaimed Lu. *^ Amen !" echoed Perrin. 

*^ But now that I have recovered these only objects of 
my affection in this land of bondage, why should I re- 
main in it a day, nay an hour, longer than is absolutely 
necessary?" 

*^ Oh, my dear, dear husband !" cried Lu, as she put 
her arms around his neck and kissod him, ^^ how thankful 
I am to hear you say so ! In this land, we can never feel 
secure ; never have an hour of uninterrupted happiness. 
Heretofore, there has been nothing save wretchedness for 
me, and I am sure yon could never be contented." 

** Yes, dear papa," exclaimed Waifwood, who was sit- 
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ting upon my knee, '* go with as, do. I should be so 
frightened to stop here any more I Every night I should 
have bad dreams, and be afraid to go to bed for fear they 
would come and take poor mamma away. A little black 
boy told me, yesterday, that he felt just so, because his 
father had run aw^y from H bad master ; and be wasn't 
happy a bit, because he was afraid, all the livelong time, 
that they would come and take his papa. Oh, how sorry 
I was for him I'' 

^' It is an awful dread for a child to have; especially 
at night," said Perrin. '' It haunts thousands of trem- 
bling hearts amongst the multitude of escaped slaves and 
their children. I can judge some thing of its power upon 
young^ minds by the recollection of a fear that troubled 
me often when J was a little boy ; a fear that my father 
would be suddenly arrested and imprisoned for debt." 

'' Yes," said Cale, drawing a long breath, '^ I will leave 
the country without delay. I want you. Major, to see 
the captain and (if you can possibly, prevail upon him,) 
get him to defer sailing two hours longer, and I will re- 
turn in this ship to Europe. 

" Good !" said I, «* I will do my best." 

*' Of coarse you remember hearing Major McClure 
often speak of his sailor brother, Billy, so many years 
absent ?" said Lu. ^' He came in the same ship with 
me. Let us have him in here« He is rich, but that is 
the least of his merit. Ah ! here he comes." The cap- 
tain entered the cabin, just then, escorting McClure^ 
Warwick and Whytal. 

" Mr. Wright," said the captain with bluff politeness, 
" I want you and your good lady and friends, to take a 
glass of wine with me, now that all our troubles are over. 
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I have invited in these gentlemen, and I think we teight 
punish a bottle or two of champagne without any diffi- 
culty.'' The old tar, Mac, (as he inmsted we should call 
him,) was received with great kindness, by Lu and her 
child, for his brother's sake. 

With the wine we had some crackers and cheese, and, 
on the whole, as Mr. Whytal remarked, it was a very 
agreeable interlude. Of course, captain McClure had 
many questions to ask about his brother, *^ For," said he, 
(putting a large quid of tobacco into his cheek, and offer- 
ing the box to me,) ^' if he and his kind-hearted mess- 
mate, bless their dear old eyes, haven't got enough of 
the rhino, I have ; and I mean to make 'em comfortable." 

*' Good for you !" said I, slapping the little old juulor, 
upon the shoulder. "Induce them to locate in the 
western part of this state, and all three of you pass the 
remainder of your days together." 

" I'll do it, my boy I" said he ; and he did. In after 
years, I passed many a pleasant week with the three 
happy old souls, in their northern home. 

" You are not aware, sir, I presume," said Lu, as she 
passed the blushing little girl to him, " that yon have a 
namesake of your family here? This is -Waifwood 
McClure. She was named so, in honor of your generous 
brother, my more than father." 

"Is that BO ?" cried little Mac ; his face glowing with 
pleasure; "then she shall be my heirl Here's an 
earnest of it !" and taking out a handful of gold sove- 
reigns from oneof his pockets, he sat the child upon his 
knee, and put them into her lap. 

The captain of the packet was in the best possible 
humor ; and, under the circumstances, he said, he felt 
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justified in deferring his hoar of sailing antil two in the 
afternoon. This arrangement effected, I went with Cale 
to superintend the transfer of his baggage, and the de- 
^ livery of two large paintings which he had executed un* 
der -an order from the same person who had purchased 
the picture we had already seen in the Broadway gallery. 
This business was seasonably accomplished, and at the 
appointed hour, we had parted from our friends, the last 
hawser had been cast ofi^ and with a favoring breeze, ^ur 
voyage was begun. 

As long as we could discern a figure on the pier, we 
saw Perrin, Whytal and Mac, the little sea-captain, occa- 
ttonally waving to us their good wishes and adieuz. 

Happy in each other and their child, (who became a 
great fkvorite on board,) Mr. Wright and his wife en- 
joyed our pleasant voyage exceedingly. For Lu and 
Waifwood it had an inexpressible satisfiiction. 

How grateful to a beneficient Providence they were, 
as the good ship, free as a bird, spread its white wings to 
the breeze, that wafted it fiir away from a land of bond- 
age to shores where the soul-dafkening tie of master and 
slave could not exist ; where the racking fear of re-cap- 
ture would never haunt them; where they would be 
free, evermore 1 It seemed as if they loved the very 
waves ; for standing at the vessel's ude for hours toge- 
ther, they would watch them admiringly as they rolled 
their white crests athwart our course ; and Waifwood 
uttered many times a wish, that it had been her lot to 
live upon the ocean. 

" What a type of liberty !»» exd^dmed Lu, one day, 
breaking from one of her frequent fits of abstraction, at 
the ship's side, and alluding to the deep, deep sea. 
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^ Yet it has its bonds, the shores,'' said L 

^^ Its bounds, not its bonds," said Cale. *' Man may 
alter the face of the land : he may level the hills and fill 
up tlie valleys ; he may make the desert a garden, or the 
garden a desert : he may build up and pull down great 
cities : he can even turn the course of the rivers, but 
who, save God, can alter the face of the great deep, or 
when shall it be other than the ocean that is, and ever 
ha^ been since the creation of the world ?" 

** And this unfathomable element, so infinitely beyond 
man's power to enthral it," said Lu, ^ seems to corres- 
pond with personal fireedom." 

^^ Yes," rejoined her husband, ^' for though the fiishion 
of life alters, and manners and customs are moulded at 
will, and society takes different forms in different agesi 
liberty — ^the true liberty of the immortal part of us — iM 
forever the same broad, ample, unchangeable freedom 
that it was at the beginning." 

Our voyage was brie^ and ended as pleasantly fs it 
had begun. I will not attempt to describe the agreeable 
times which I had in traveling with this interesting 
fitmily over Europe. Suffice it to say, that I left them 
comfortably established in Florence, where under the 
best teachers, Waifwood made rapid progress and early 
distinguished herself by her talent for drawing and 
painting in water colors. She was entirely happy in her 
parent's love, and the respect entertained for the com- 
munity in which they lived ; and in after-life attained, 
herself to an honorable celebrity. ' 
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